


' DELHI UNIVERSITY LIBRARY 

a ,No. 0 I ■■ I ^ c 0 1 1 3; 1 


Ac. No. 


Dali 


Thisl book should be returned on oi before tl 
below An overdue charge of 0 fl nP. will 
da}’ the book is kept overtime. 


.at it’am’ped 
be charged for each 



tEbe Morlb'a dlaBBlca 


cxxxv 

MARLOWE’S FAUSTUS 

AND 

GOETHE’S FAUST-Paut 1 



OXFORD HORAOJ5 HART 
rRINTER TO THE UNIVER^jitv 



Marlowe’s Tragical History of 
Doctor Fanstus 


and 

Ooetlie’s Faust, Part I 

Translated by John Anstcr 


wnil AK INJnOBUtllON BY 

ADOT.PHUS WILLIAM WARD. Lm.D. 

MAblLn OF I’ElMHOUiB, OAMBBIDGE 



HENRY PROWDE 
OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS 
LONDON, NEW YORK AND TORONTO 




OnRtSTOPiiEB MiiBtiOwn 

Bom, Canloi’bui'y 1604- 

Died, Deptford 1693 

Johann Woleoano von GoHaiiE 
Born, BrankforUoii-the-Mnin . August 28, 1749 
Died, Weimar , . . . Maroli 22, 1832 

Marlowe' a ‘ Tragical History of Dr. Dausius ’ luas 
first published in 1604. The First Part of Goethe's 
‘Faust’ was first published, in its present form, 
in 1808, and John Ansler's translation in 1836. 
In ‘The World’s Classics' this translation together 
with Mailowe's drama was first published in 1907* 



INTRODUCTION 


The two famous plays printed side by side in Ibis 
volume have something in common beyond their title 
and their theme ; but it may, perhaps, be well at the 
outset to deprecate the supposition that the later is 
in any sense founded on the earlier drama. There is, 
in truth, no reason for concluding that Goethe was 
acquainted with Marlowe’s tragedy either W'hen, in 
1790, he first pubhshed his own Faust as a ‘ fragment 
or when, in 1 808, he gave, still under that designation, 
the First Part of his great work to the world. A trace- 
hut only a trace — ^has been found of some such aoquain- 
tanoe about ten years later — ^in 1818, the year in which, 
as it happens, the first German translation of Marlowe’s 
play was published ; but it was not till 1829, when in 
■his old age he was hard at work upon the completion of 
the Second Part of Faust, that, on being questioned as 
to Marlowe’s Doctor Faustus, he broke out into generous 
praise — ‘ how greatly was it all planned ! he had 
thought of translating it ! he was fuUy aware that 
Shakespeare did not stand alone ! ’ If we ate to speak 
of Goethe’s indebtedness to Marlowe, it must be treated 
as an indirect, not as a direct, obUgation. There is no 
indication of tho existence — except in the imagina- 
tion of at least one celebrated critic — of any 
German play before Marlowe's on the subjeot of 
Faust; and, while there remains no doubt whatever 
as to the direct source of Marlowe’s tragedy, the 
history of its influence in Germany is to all intents 
and purposes plain. Marlowe took nearly all the 
choraoters and all the important inoidents of his play 
from the narrative of the German Faustbuch (lust 
printed at Frankfort in 1687), wholly or substantially, 
as may now be held to be established, through the 
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medium of tlio English viusion, the 11 a, tot p of Doctor 
Dausius (of which a xepiint is known to have been 
issued in 1692). Tlio only ohaTaotera of aignifloanoe 
in their relation to the plot that appear in Marlowe 
without having their counterparts are the Good and 
the Evil Angel — figures familiar to popular belief. 
Marlowe’s tragedy, having in its turn been carried into 
Germany by the travelling ‘ English comedians 
either actually gave rise to the ticatment of the same 
theme on the Gorman popular stage, oi at all events 
signally influenced that treatment. ‘ German eome- 
dians ’ are known to have represented a tragedy on 
the game subject at Basel in 1696 : and by the middle 
of the eighteenth century Dontor Eaustus had become 
associated on the Geiman stage with Hans Wursf and 
Arlequtn, as we shall see he had with the latter bon 
camarade. on the English. It was in this form that, 
in tho words of Leasing, Germany ‘ fell in love ’ with 
the story of Doctor Favst, and that till recently it 
continued to gratify audiences in the neighbourhood of 
Vienna and in remoter parts of Austria. It also sank 
(as again in England) into tho siiU humbler sphere of 
the puppet-play ; and it was in one or the othei of those 
popular shapes that tho Eaust-diama became known 
to Goethe — probably in liia oivn native Eiankforl, 
where Jolianii Spioss’s Pauslbuch had first seen the 
light of day. The opening soliloguy of Marlowe’s 
Faustus, whioh, aS Hayu'ard has pointed out, is the 
only pait in which tlio Elmhothan drama beai.s any 
similarity to Goethe’s, thus unraislakably descended 
from the English to tho German poet. How entirely 
indopondont Goethe’s work is of Iws pjodoco.ssor’8, is 
best Seen in passages where the course of tho action 
brings them into unavoidable contact, but whore in 
tho dramatio and poetic treatment a gulf—the gulf 
of the ageS' — seems to lie between tliem. Tiuia 
Eaustus’s contract with the Devil, an act of the deepest 
signifioanoe in the old play, is a mere inoident, half 
ironioally treated, in Goethe ; while the apparition of 
Helen, which in Marlowe is hailed by an apostrophe 
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of incomparable beauty, is in the First Part of Faust 
only a trick of bewitchment ; not was it till her rc- 
ap])(3aranoe in the Second Part that Ilelena booamo 
a symbol of inspiring perfection. 

'Llie two plays must therefoie be kept distinct from 
each other ; yet there is, nevertheless, another point 
of view from which they may legitimately be brought 
into compaiiBon, Marlowe’s Doctor Faustus is one of 
the most charaoteristio products of the latest— and 
by far the most interesting — ^phase of the English 
Eeiiascencc. Half-freed by the Reformation from a 
spiritual bondage which had seemed to have become 
an organic part of the national life, and self-exalted 
by the sense of achievement waiting on aspiration, 
which it IS the privilege of a great age hke the 
Elizahothan to imparl, Marlowe’s generation deemed 
nothing impossible to its efforts, and regarded nothing 
as sacred against approach, conquest, possession. Very 
much the same was the spirit of that movement 
in the intellectual life of young Germany which 
is commonly known as the period of Storm and 
Stress, and which coincided with the years of Goethe’s 
adolescence and early manhood. In this sodality, 
as in that of the earlier Elizabethan wits, great thoughts 
and high ambitions wore aocounted the current coin 
of inteioourse among the initiated, together with a 
self-reliance scornful of limits and an audacity uncon- 
scious of drawbacks, and a love of nature which 
exhibited itself as a contempt for aught that restrained 
in the way of law or form. Both these movements 
recognized themselves as revivals ; for Marloiv© and his 
fellows counted it their chief glory to make it known 
how deep they had drunk of the Pierian spring ; and 
the young combatants of the Sfotm, and Stress made 
Shakespeare the idol of their Utciary faith, honourmg 
by his side certain other English writers who would 
perhaps have thought it strange to find themselves in 
such — or in one another’s — company. And both move- 
ments ended more harmoniously than they had begun; 
for from the earlier there came forth Shakespeare, master 



viii INTRODUGTIOJT 

of himaclt and, of Lis art ; and, as tho lator calmed 
down, Qoetho, whom haidly one of his assooiatos in 
it rofused to aolmowlodgo as his leader, aohievod a puri- 
lication and roflnemont of his o'lm powers, and was 
thus enabled to point the way to a new and nobler 
humanism. 

The actual source of Marlowe’s Tragical History of 
Doctor Faustus has boon mentioned above ; but tho 
Faustbucli itself of course represents only a particular 
stage in the growth, expansion, and development of 
the J’aMsf-legend. Some of the fibres of that legend 
stretch back among the traditions and records of tho 
ancient world — to the myth of Prometheus and the 
Booh of Job ; and the conception which lies at tho 
very root of it — man’s abuse of supernatural powens 
acquired by him — is only a variant of the belief of 
his use of such powers in the service of the Deity who 
bestowed them. Christianity, while vindioaiing the 
inner truth of this belief, could not bring itself to 
condemn the ooriosponding notion that maleficent 
demons (into whose place the dlBestablishod pagan 
divinities readily fitted) continued to supply man 
with similar powers, though towards unholy ends. 
The magicians of the earlier Middle Ages were thus 
popularly regarded as tho oonsoious agents and sorvanLa 
of the Evil One ; and among thorn the suporstition 
of high as well as low included philosophers, pools, and 
men of soienoe — physicians in partioular, who wore 
frequently Jews or Mohammedans — whose power men 
could not ignore, though its sources remained inexplic- 
able to them. Thus, in the mental darkness or cMaro- 
smro, from which only the few were able to emerge, 
traditions of magio and magioians muliiplied, and very 
often took the form of stories of contracts with the 
Devil, with whose black magio the white magic of the 
Church carried on a perennial oonfliot. Such were the 
legends of Cyprian of Antioch, of Theophilus of Adana, 
and many others, including among later instances the 
i^tOry of the original Don Juan, of which the beginnings 
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go back to the midcllo of the fourteenth oenturj;. At 
timoe eoclesiasticB — even a Pope — are to ho found 
among the magicians of these legends (the Bovil 
habitually disguising himself as a monk in order to 
carry on the necessary negotiations) ; hut more fie- 
quently the heroes of the stories and of their luxuriant 
outgroirtha are astrologers and alchemists of celebrity, 
and "with them the true scientiflo enquirers, ■whom 
popular ignorance and delusion placed in the same 
class. Such above all ivaa Roger Bacon, the famous 
Oxford thinker of the thirteenth century, -who was 
so much greater than his times, and with the remem- 
branoe of whom and of his hire there was mingled 
a mass of unsifted anecdote about astrologers, alche- 
mists, mechanicians, and other men of science of 
various periods. The tremendous irony of Roger 
Bacon’s fame, which in Marlowe’s day was still suoh 
as to induce his fellow-playwright Greene to turn the 
Friar’s exploits into a sort of dramatic parody of those 
of Dr. Faustus, seems to have remained Mdden even 
from a more recent generation of sightseers. 

As the Middle Ages drew to a close, this farrago of 
crude beliefs, wild superstitions, and abject terrors 
was stirred into fermentation by the daring spirit of 
the Renascence, and again rendered thick and slab 
by an infusion of Reformation principles and preju- 
dices. In Italy, the earliest home of the Renascence, 
a new and wholly unprecedented impulse was communi- 
cated to it by the study of Greek, of which the begin- 
nings were facilitated by the collapse of the Eastern 
Empire. One of the oonsequeaoes of the spread of 
this study was the revival of ancient philosophical 
trains of thought which viewed the world as an. emana- 
tion of the Deity ; and these philosophical specjalations 
invested with a new force ond signifioanee the old 
notions of magic, and the practices, including the 
dangerous excursions in astrology and alchemy, which 
had been suggested by them. At the same time, the 
Hebrew Renascence, a kind of offshoot of the Greek, 
occupied itself with the cabbalistic or secret books 
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o£ lator Jewish litoraturo. Consoious of their mastery 
of a luiowledge which they revealed to tiro vulgar 
just far enough to make them wonder and stare, the 
Rtholastici mgant^, or wandering scholars, who oon- 
stltutod themselves the ‘ Iravelleis ’ of tho neiv fra- 
ternity of learning, found their way into all parts of 
Europe, into courts, univeisitios, and other haunts 
of the studious and the curious, of those eager in tho 
pursuit of wealth and of those athirst lor pleasure. 
Such travellers wore the renowned physician Theo- 
phrastus Paracelsus ; the cosmopolitan extension 
lecturer Giordano Bruno (whose direct influence upon 
Goethe is, by the way, notable) ; and Cornelius 
Agrippa of Netteaheim, the fame of whose world-wide 
wandering^s and of the canine familiar of his later 
days had spread into England and throughout 
Europe. He was a native of Cologne ; and the whole 
of the Gorman West was full of tho class of men of 
which he was the exemplar — ^from Cologne and the 
neighbouring Low Countries up to Heidelberg and 
Tubingen, where they found points of oontaot with 
the oabbalistio learning of the three-tongued Rouchlin, 
with the militant humanism of Hhich von Hutton, 
and with the polyhiatorio curiosity of Abbot Tiitheim 
of Sponheim, who is so intimately associated with the 
real Eaust or Fausts. 

The Reformation had by no moans put a stop to 
the Qurrent. It had nocessatily made a deep hroaoli 
in the power of tho Church to resist and overthrow 
the Devil and all his works, and his black magic in 
pariioular ; but, so far as the multitude was ooncerned, 
no sabatltute was furnished by tho reasoned faith of 
the individual. As Luther’s own heroic revolt had been 
followed by a oompromiso, so the Reformation with 
whloh he was identified asserted — not tacitly, but 
with loud inaistanqe — ^its maintenance pf the belief in 
1(h(J Devil, an4 to- whole world of magip and sorcery 
of which, ho— 'hkd Satan enthroned on the Blooksberg 
in Walpurgis-night— was the central personage. Thus 
there oame itd pass the paradoxical result — over which 
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oa earth few wept but the euffereia — that the oontuiy 
of the Reformation and that which ensued were the 
period in the history of the civilised West when tho 
degrading heliofa in witchcraft and cognate supersti- 
tions weie there moat widely and moat firmly held. 
And nowhere were they more prevalent, and more 
disastrous in their consequences of persecution and 
judicial murder, than in Protestant lands — in the 
England of Queen EhKabeth and Kmg James I, whose 
national history and hterature alike aboimd in blood- 
stained pages attesting tho strength and pertinacity 
of this moral epidemic, and in contemporary Germany, 
where ‘ the aoholar-errant with the Devil’s bans ’ 
(to quote the title of one of Hans Saohe’s interludes) 
was so famihar a figure ; whore, in the latter half of 
the sixteenth century, religious l^liof was bound hard 
and fast by governmental formularies of ‘ concord ’ 
which drilled the individual oonsoience into abject 
slavery ; and where the universities, far fiom being 
the homes of mtellectual freedom, presented a combina- 
tion which at Wittenberg Luther himself had lived to 
deploio— 'au ugly blend between the presumptuous 
arrogance of the pedants in the academic chairs and 
the unbridl d licence of a large proportion of their 
students. 

Such— in brief — ^wero some of the elements which 
entered into the general idea of the German Fawst- 
story and were, one and all of them, tiansferrod by 
Marlowe into his English tragedy. The traces of 
historical fact in the story, and the questions of the 
name and personality of its hero, have been the subjeot 
of an immense amount of literary and antiquarian 
research, which cannot bo summarised hero. The 
very nanie of ‘ Eaust ’ or ' Eaustua ’ has a long and 
complicated history. If the ‘ Doctor’s ’ original 
surname had the shorter, German, form, it was very 
possibly ‘ Fust ’ (though the long-lived notion, that 
the magician Faust and the early painter Fust were 
identical must be rejected), and was Latinised into 
a form which was often bestowed as a name on aooonnt 
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of its siguifioaiicQ ( =i Foiivrtalus), and was lioi'no by 
various poraonagca of note — among them a Faustus 
said to liavo been roacued at Antiooh for Christianity 
by St. Peter out of the hands of Simon Magus, and 
a Maniohaoan bishop whom St. Augnstino worsted in 
controversy. 

The Christian name of Dr. Faustus in the story is 
invariably ‘John’ (Johannes) — Goethe only re-ohria- 
tened him ‘ Henry ’ because of tho domestic associations 
which the name ‘ Johann ’ could not but suggest to 
a Gorman audience — though a Georgius Sabellious 
(who called himself ‘ Fanstus junior ’) has found his 
way into some of the records. The historical Doctor 
(Johannes) Famt can be traced back on satisfactory 
evidence to 1520, five years before the date recording 
his visit written on the wall of Auerbach’s Cellar in 
Leipzig, and is mentioned again in 1636, and, though 
with less certainty of circumstance, at some later 
dates. In 1662 he is spoken of at length by Melanoh- 
thon as a native of Kundling (Knittlingen in Wiirttom- 
berg) and a practitioner of magio in both Italy and 
Germany; and he is stated by this ‘first-class’ 
witness to have twice escaped from imprisonment 
(on one occasion at Wittenberg) by flight, and to have 
oomo to his end ‘ a few years ago ’ in a village of his 
native land, ‘ being found in the morning dead in his 
bed with his face twisted’' — ‘ so the devil had killed 
him*. Tho same account mentions Faust’s dog, ‘ who 
was the Devil ’. Tho man is also referred to in Luther’s 
posthumously published Table-Talk. There ate several 
mentions of the same personage in tho twenty years 
following — ^the last, a cironmstantial one, in a work 
on magio by Augustin Lorchoimor, a pupil of Melanoh- 
thonj in 1686. Thus we ate carried to within a few 
years of the appearance of the Faustluah, into which, 
indeed, are inttaduced several anecdotes about 
magicians related by Lercheimer, and notably hfs 
account of the attempted conversion of Faust by an 
old pious man. 

. 6f the Fausfimeh itself, either in its German form 
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or in tlxe English version, nothing fuither can be said 
here. Its composite character indicates varied reading 
on the part of the compiler — chiefly, no doubt, ‘ency- 
clopaedio in the sense of second-hand, but coloured 
by an aoquaintanoo -with the Maniohaean notions 
familiar to the later as well as the earlier Middle Ages, 
which was perhaps not wholly superficial. The wide 
popularity of the book is, however, due loss to its 
execution than to its substance, which, as stated above, 
supplied Marlowe with nearly aU the principal incidents 
and oharaotsrs of his tragedy. No other source has 
been discovered as contributory to this. The extant 
ballad, ‘ On the Judgement of God showed upon one 
John Eaustus, Doctor in Divinity ’, is possibly identical 
with that entered on the Stationers’ Registers in 
February, 1689 (N.S.) ; but even so it may be con- 
cluded to have been founded on the play, rather than 
vice versa. The supplementary Wagneriuch, which 
narrates the exploits of Faust’s famulus Wagner (of 
course a mere expansion of those of the Doctor himself), 
was not published till 1693, when it seems to havo been 
immediately translated into English. Had Marlowe 
been able to make use of it, he dould hardly have failed 
to follow the author in carrying his hero into the New 
World, so enthralling to Elizabethan audiences and 
leaders. 

But Marlowe had, as has been seen, matter enough, 
and stimulus enough, for the construction of the fable 
of his drama. That his personal experiences had in 
some measure helped to attract him to its subject, 
is possible ; hut wo really know very little about 
them. The son of reapeotahle parents (his father was 
a small tradesman and ultimately became pansh 
clerk) and educated in a school of good standing 
under the shadow of Canterbury Cathedral, he had 
passed on to Corpus Christi College, Cambridge, as 
a boy fuU of promise intended, in the regular course 
of thmga, to qualify for holy orders. There is nothing 
to show that he fell under the influence of ‘lewd 
wags suoh as those in whose company Robert Greene, 
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(icoording to his own confession, ‘ consumed tlio 
flower of his youth. ’ at Cambridgo, a few yoais boforo 
Marlowe’s arrival in. the University. Still more 
haisaidous would it bo to assert that he was impressed 
by the tendency to fiee thinking on religious subjoels 
m which one member of his college who loft it just beloio 
Marlowe oame up indulged. He took his B.A. degree — 
apparently what nowadays would be called a ‘ good 
degree ’ — in the same year (1584) as Thomas Nasho 
of St. John’s ; but there is no reason to suppose that 
at Cambridge he was acquainted with that ingenious 
personage, with whom he afterwards wrote a play in 
common. Probably Marlowe remained in residence at 
Cambridge till 1587, when ho graduated as M-A. ; 
but either in that year or earlier he plunged into 
London hfe, and became a waiter for the stage. It is 
in this year that he is stated to have translated the 
Hdenae Eaptus of Coluthus, thus givmg proof of the 
taste for classical poetry which ho had nourished at 
Cambridge. It is rather stretohing a point to speak 
of Marlowe’s olassioal scholarship; even his immortal 
apostrophe to 

The face that launched a thousand ships 

And burnt the topless towers of Ilium 

■ — which in part reproduces a passage of his own Tatrib iir- 
laine. — might havo been suggoatod to him at second- 
haud; on the other hand, it was without the alfcotalioii 
of anoiont learning which is so tin-soine in some eon- 
tempoiary University wits. Noithoi the intclloclunl 
conceit which oharaoteriaed certain gentlemen students 
from tho Universities who shone upon the London of 
this period, nor the spirit of lawlessness which pervaded 
some of them, can fairly bo brought homo to Christo- 
pher Marlowe, who in 1687 found in Imndon a sudden 
fame, and sik years afterwards was thero borne to an 
early grave. 

The achievement of Tcmifmrlaine, of whioh the ffirst 
Pari was almost oext&iaty praduoed on the stage in 
1587> stnd of yrhioh the SecQVd Part followed quickly 
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on the First, lyas siiBh as to place its author, though 
ho can hardly have heon known except as a playwright, 
in the forefront of thoso who commanded the attention 
of the London pubho. The extraordinary popularity 
6f TamburlaiM is attested by the concurrent evidence 
of paiodiatie quotation and of imitation by a would-be 
rival (Greene in Al-phonsus, King of Arragon), not to 
speak of the demand for a Second Part. Nor was the 
mark which it made in our literature evanescent , 
‘ it initiated,’ says Mr. Churton Collins, ‘ the history 
of our romantic drama ’ ■ and the sohd strength ot 
its versification was symbolical of a general eaineslness 
and vigour of workmanship sufficient at once to elevate 
the form of poetry of which it was the first great 
example on our stage. The Second Part was worthy 
of the first; and though the character oi Zenoerate, 
as has been well said, showed tho,t the young poet ‘ had 
not yet learned to depict a woman it was the occasion 
of some beautiful and impassioned verse. And now, 
with this sudden triumph, came Marlowe’s own time 
of trial. The great times of which an echo made itself 
heard in his second play. Doctor Faustus, were at their 
height } and the hie of the theatre, like that of the 
wor) d it mirrored, was being hved at high pressuin. And 
there were few anchorages on the coast of Bohemia. 
Yet we should he slow in founding conclusions as tb 
Mailowe’s ways of life in London on the tvro isolated 
inoidents of which, apart from the recoided por- 
fownanoes of his plays, a lecord lias alone come down 
io us. In May, 1C93, he was summoned before the 
Privy Council ; and in the same month he mot with 
his death at Doptf ord, in a tavern brawl. The summons 
may have been due to a quite trivial cause, and his 
violent death may Lave been more or less the result 
of aooideut. Wlion his contemporaries called to inind 
how, in the words of the Chorus in Doctor Fawi'us — 

Cut was the branch that might have grown full straight 

— ^thoy wrote of him as of one whose memory they 
hottont’ed : so Peele, Nashe, Chapman (who continued 
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his version o£ Uero and Leander), iSrayton, and togotlier 
■with them the moat observant and wide-hearf«d 
‘ shepherd ’ in all Aroady. That there was no founda- 
tion for the charges of atheism and blasphemy brought 
against him by an embittered controversialist, and 
unotuously repeated by others, it ■would be impossible 
to affirm ; but the imputation of ‘ ■vices sent from 
hell ’ to men of genius fand others) is in itself often 
the result of thoughtlessness. In any case it would 
be idle to bring Marlo^we’s supposed aberrations into 
any sort of oomiexion with his second play, which 
was in aU probability completed between four and five 
years before his death, 

The external evidence for the conclusion that The 
Tragical History of Doctor Famtus was first performed 
some time before Pehruary, 15S9, and very possibly 
in 1688, is not absolutely convincing ; but it is borne 
out by the internal e^vidence of certain historical 
allusions in the text of the play, and more espeoially 
by the character of its versification. In this respect 
Doctor Faustus stands midway between Tamburlaine 
and Edward II, neither rigidly adhering to the rule 
of terminating each line by a single syllable, nor 
admitting the free use of double-endings oharaoteriatio 
of Marlowe’s latest, and maturest, play. The success 
of Doctor Fawtwt on the stage, whore the title-part 
was acted by Alleyn, can hardly have been inferior 
to that of Tamburlaine, and Greene, as has hson seen, 
again aoknowlodged it by producing an imitation. 
That Marlowe’s second tragedy holds an enduring place 
among the great works of the English drama — a descrip- 
tion which can hardly he applied to Tamburlaine — ^rvas 
not only due to the felicitous choice of a theme almost 
unique in its human significance andinterest. Marlowe’s 
classical training and the enthusiasm for classical 
mythology and poetry no doubt facilitated his wonder- 
fully rapid acquisition of a mastery over a form which 
he established as that of English (£:amatio poetry, and 
wblohin his o'wn hands prov^ Itself capable of a further 
progress towards ■varied perfection. But he was bom 
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a great poet ; and Doctor FanisHis oontaina passages 
vliioh will only die with our language. The drama- 
tist’s tragic power is sufficiently attested by the terror- 
compelling scenes with -which this play closes, and among 
■which the final scene, imitated though it has been (in 
the first instance by Lodge and Greene in their Loohinq 
Olasse for London, and England), remains in its way 
unapproaehed. The characters were rough-he-wn and 
transferred without much mcety of setting from the 
oid story-book ; but their movement — rapid, resolute, 
and real — gives opportunities for mighty bursts of 
passion, and even for thrilling touches of pathos. 

Of comic power there is no trace in Fanstns, though 
it contains plenty of buffoonery. Marlowe was, as a 
playwright, of course hampered by the conditions of 
the contemporary theatre. The play may very pos- 
sibly on its original production have already contained 
‘ additions consisting no doubt mainly in comic 
sooues or passages from another hand than Marlowe’s ; 
and that hand may have been Thomas Dokker’s — 
a fello-w craftsman not -without dramatic genius, and 
certainly possessed of a strong vein of humour. In 
Septemher, 1694, more than a year after Marlowe’s 
death, the play was again put on the stage, naturally 
enough, together with other pl^ by the same author ; 
bub it was not entered on the ^ationers’ Begisters for 
printing till 1001, and the date of the earliest extant 
edition is 1G04. Before the last -mentioned date it 
had certainly undergone oonsiderahle revision ; and 
the edition of 1616 contains further ‘ additions ’, which 
may be in substance ascribed to William Bird© and 
Samuel Eowley ; though of course these passages may 
in part have been reminiscences of what had been left 
out in the edition of 1604. Whether or not the earlier 
set of ‘ additions ’ {‘ earlier ’ at least in date of publi- 
cation) made up the -whole of the comie scenes then 
contained in the play, and whether or not they were 
all Bekker’s — there is no proof that Marlowe himself was 
guilty of any or most of this comic or of other episodic 
padffing. On the other hand, there is no proof that 
b 
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he was not— there is nothing improhable in the suppo- 
sition ; and, if most of this stuff is iiiwoithy of Mar- 
lowe, so it js of DeWcer. Tho Good, and Evil Angsl, as 
has been already pointed out, wore not found by 
Marlowe in the Fausthuali ; nor was Cornelius Agrippa ; 
nor were the Seven Deadly Sms, who are, however, 
familiar figures in our early literature, and out of 
whom the famous clown, Xarleton, formed an extem- 
poral play m 1692. The Chorus (the actor who speaks 
the Prologue and the passages which at various points 
in the action expedite its progress) was of course 
added by the dramatist ; and it is the Chorus whoso 
concluding lines supply with so much dignity and 
depth the comment which to Marlowe and his oontem-. 
poraries seemed sufffoiently to summarize the tremen- 
dous moral of his tragedy. 

On the English stage, while Greene’s Friar Bacon and 
Friar Bungay, as was seen, directly imitated Marlowe’s 
play, and reminisoenoes of it, or resemblances to it, are 
traceable in many of our early dramas, the story of 
Doctor Eaustus survived after a fashion durmg the 
seventeenth and nearly the whole of the eighteenth 
oontury ; but it cau scarcely claim to have reappeared 
during this period in our national literature. The Latin 
didactic romance, Nova Solijma, the, Ideal Oity, or 
Jerusalem Begained (164=8), of which its recent trans- 
lator made an unsuccessful attempt to prove Milton 
to have been the author, in one of its episodes, en- 
titled ‘ The Remarkable Case of Theophrastus ’, tells 
the story of an. alchemist who entered into a contract 
with the Evil One. This narrative furnishes the 
solitary treatment of the theme in modern literature 
before Goethe’s Faust, in which the wiles of the Devil 
are Worsted, and the sinner is in the cud rcoonailed 
with God. The English stage, on the contrary, con- 
sistently MpUed itself to a degradation of the theme. 
William Mountford’s Life and Death of Doctor Faiisius 
(produced betweenAlBSt and 1688) is a farce of which 
part is borrowed fr|m Molibre, while the rest is harle- 
quinade* There enlued, besides Powell’s puppet-play 



INTRODUCTION six 

of tlie early seventeenth, century, a long series of 
I)antomimes, ending with a Harlequin Doctor Faustus, 
or the Devil will have his oion, which received the honour 
of print so late as 1793. 

Long before this, as has already been noted, the story 
of Faust had found its way back in a di’amatic form 
to the country of its origin ; and it was on the popular 
stage, or very probably in the puppet-theatre, that the 
subject was first introduced to the notice of the young 
Goethe and his contemporaries. But it could not have 
been otherwise than that this subject should be re- 
covered for German literature in an age when that 
literature was throwing off the shackles of French 
classicism and, fortified by the example of the English 
drama in particular, was combimug with the pursuit 
of new ideals a preference for stronger and freer — in 
a word, romantio — methods. Lessmg, the master- 
spirit of the self -emancipating movement in the world of 
German culture, draw up two plans of a drama on the 
subject of Faust, but he left behind him only a single 
scene — an original variant of the opening adopted by 
both Marlowe and Goethe. And now there huist into 
life the strange movement in the intellectual world of 
Germany which is known in literary history by the name 
of an indigestible drama by one of the foremost members 
of the school — if school it can be called — Klinger’s Sturm 
und Drang. By this group of writers — ^nearly aU of them 
young men, with whom however some of their elders 
sympathetically associated themselves — Goethe, of 
whose magnetio attractiveness at this stage of his life 
testimonies abound, was tacitly regarded as their chief ; 
and, wherever in these years he happened to he residing, 
he appears in the midst of some of the representatives 
of the movement. By his own oonfession, he entered, 
heart and soul, into the revolutionary ardour which 
Animated his fellows, and into many of the vagaries 
in which they strove to surpass one another ; and 
his earlier masterpieces, Ostz von Herlichingen, the 
Sorrows of Werther, and Faust itself, even in its final 
b 2 
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version, exhibit unmistakable traces of the influences 
which, with the companions of bjs enthuaiasju, he 
underwent and oourt^. But the self-control which 
never wholly deserted him, and the sense of beauty 
which was part of his being, and wliich in Italy he only 
refined, kept Imn back from a more than occasional 
lapse into the savage hoence of ideas and the grotesque 
extravagance of form in. which it was their common 
pride to indulge, and by which sonic, though not all, 
of them were ultimately submerged. Among the many 
things which they made it part of their eccentric cult 
to abhor or despise — including the demands of ‘ honour ’ 
and the loss artificial reatiaints of decorum — were learn- 
ing and the sciences, together with the professions whose 
rewards crowned their successful pursuit ; literature 
itself was in tiieir esteem but a tinkling cymbal ; one 
study alone was worth undertaking — that of man ; one 
criterion of truth and lovelmess was alone admissible — 
that of the heart and the human feelings to which it 
beat in response. Their literary models wore writei's 
in whom they recognised, or thought they recognised — 
the triumph of the direct expression of human character 
and human emotions over all rules and restraints — the 
‘ divine ’ Shakespeare above aO, who ‘ breathed his 
vital spiiit into the mummies of his historic heroes 
The subjects of their own works they professed to take 
by preference direct from life — ^from the teal life that 
is around them, which they deemed emphatically real 
in its ‘ human ’ problems (often hovering On the con- 
fines of incest and bigamy) and in its horrors — ^horrors 
in the eyes of the law, in the truer judgement of the 
human heart explicable and pardonable orrors. ‘ There 
is no species of crime,’ writes one of these students of 
life, ‘ of which our century has not one or two specimens 
to exhibit— regicides arc quartered, panioidsa and 
fratricides broken on the wheel, infanticide mothers 
beheaded.’ Infajiticide ip. particular was a crime by 
which the German posts- of the age — from Bih'ger to 
Sohuharth and Schiller— wore much exercised ; a.s well 
as, it must ba said, the puhjio otjnsoienoe generally and 
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tlioae who were desirous of humanising the operation 
of a harsh system of penal law. A houndless audacity 
and an infinite compassion — these were the two motive.^, 
neither of them ignoble, which predominated with the 
combatants of the Storm and Stress in the choice and 
treatment of their literary and especially their dramatic 
subjects, 

li'anst, then, was in the air as well as on the popular 
stage and in the puppet-theatre. The hero of the 
story was manifestly, says one of these writers, a ‘ big 
fellow ’ (grosser Ktrl), of the Titanic type dear to these 
‘ besiegers of heaven With what problems of life 
and humanity could not such a personage — who feared 
neither God nor devil, and whom magic could render 
multiform and ubiquitous — be brought face to face 1 
Among those who dealt with this attractive theme was 
Triednoh Maximilian von Klinger, already mentioned 
above, a man to whose strength of will and masculine 
energy a long and distinguished career bears witness 
fhe was the son of humble li'anbfort parents and died 
as a Russian general, a year before Goethe — 1831). 
Klinger’s Famt's Lije, Deeds^ and Descent into Ilell,^ 
a prose romance in five books, was not published till 
1701 ; but the work, as the author told Goethe in 
a w'ell-lmown letter, was a picture of long mental and 
moral struggles, which, after Goethe’s own fashion, he 
liberated his soul by depicting after he had surmounted 
them. Klinger identifies Faust w'ith the Mainz printer 
— a baseless tradition which in England was kept alive 
by Defoe in his History of the Devil, and whioh is not 
quite dead yet. In Klinger’s story it is Faust who 
summons his attendant spirit Leviathan to his Service 
from the fool of the throne of Satan, surrounded 
.by his ‘princes, potentates, and immortal spMts’. 
Leviathan presents himself in a red mantle, with 
‘ nothing of a cloven hoof Together the pair pass 
^ Translated inlo English by W- L Thoms. Klinger 
afterwards published at ‘ Bagdad in 1797, 2’he Fawi of 
the Orieninh (Ben Hall’s stories of travels before the 
Deluge). 
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througli the world as a kind of avengers of wickedness, 
and end their experienoes near home in Tkankfort and 
abroad (at the court of Lewis XI, with the Princes in the 
Tower, and so forth), by strangling that master of sacri- 
legious crime, Pope Alexander Borgia. Broken-hearted 
and broken-spirited in spite of his achievements, Paust 
returns home to find that there his ill-deeds and even 
his good have home accursed fruit ; the nun Clara, 
whom he had seduced, murders their child. In vain 
he is apostrophized by the spirit of the old man his 
father — his doom is upon him ; and he is torn to pieces 
hy exulting fiends. The coincidences between this 
powerful, though old-fashioned, romance and Goethe's 
Faust, ate probably fortuitous, and beyond a doubt 
unoonsoioua. 

Such was not the case with Die Kiniesm'drderm (the 
Infanticide), a drama by Henrich Leopold Wagner, 
published in 1776, in which the story of Gretohen is 
reproduced in its essentials, though transplanted into 
modern life, and into the atmosphere of prose. There 
can hardly be any doubt that the indebtedness was at 
least mainly on the side of Wagner, who was a writer 
of ability, hut of the second class, and given to literary 
tricks, one of which, in 1776, led to his estrangement 
from Goethe (he died in 1779). The KindesmOrderin 
borrowed both from Jacob Michael Reinhold Lenz and 
from Goethe’s still unprinted ‘ fragment ’ of Faust. 
The general theme of this crude, but in its way impres- 
sive, domestic tragedy (to which Schiller’s Gahale wtid 
Liehe seems to owe the character of the old musician 
MiUer) was, as has been said, very much abroad at the 
tiwe_; the sleeping draught was of course taken from 
Clarissa JIarlouie, but the song which Evchen sings 
before the murder of her child must have been modelled 
on that of Margaret in prison ; the fainting in church 
recurs, as do the names of Martha and Liaol (Liesohen). 

Lastly, a very popular writer of the Storm and Stress 
group, EViedrioh Muller, commonly called Maler Muller, 
after, fn. 1778, he had transferred his activity from 
letters to painting, composed a Fausfs Leben, of which 
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Part I was composed in the year of his departure from 
Germany. This work is described by Dr. R. Sauer in 
his very interesting work Sdlrmer iind Dnlnger, to 
which this Introduction ia under great obligations, as 
a production wherein ‘ caricatured diabhrie of the gro- 
teaquest sort alternates with the maddest and coarsest 
scenes filled with students and Jews, the whole being 
seasoned with literary and personal satire, and not 
loosely held together hy the personality of Paust.’ 
The four further Parts which succeeded the Pirst still 
remain in MS, ; hut a remarkable scene or episode 
which, under the title of Situation aua Faust’s Leben, 
Miiller published in 1776, before the appearance of the 
First Part, gives an insight into the inventive ability 
and pioturesquenesa of style that undoubtedly dis- 
tinguished the author. This fragment shows us Paust 
interrupted, when at the height of his glory he pays 
court to the Queen of Arragon, by the appearance of 
Mephistophelea, who reminifi him that half the period 
of the twenty-four years fixed in the bond between 
them has just come to an end. The production is 
dedicated to ‘ the Spirit of Shakespeare ’ — a piece of 
impudence which brought down upon the autnor the 
voluble hut very gratifying wrath of Wieland. A more 
sincere flattery is the opening of the ‘ Situation % in 
which Satan, PferloU (Madhorso) and Moloch meet in 
a dark cave (in the corresponding scene of Part I of 
Faust’s Leben it is a ruined Gothic church), very much 
like the witches in Macbeth. 

To Goethe alone in this strange company^ — in this 
eager and impatient section of the Pandaemonium 
ffermaniewm, where Lenz figured himself and his friend 
wandering like the two Athenians among the Birds — 
the theme of Pauat became a link which accompanied 
him through life and developed with every stage of his 
own development. His heart was in the theme from 
his passionate student-days at Slrasshuig to the period 
of tranquil activity in which, more than threescore 
years later, his life closed at Weimar. He interwove 
with it the experiences of life which to him were the 



sxiv INTRODUCTION 

most precious and the most memorable— his lovo for 
SViderike and his desertion of the lovely girl, tvIicso 
sweet intelligent naivete charms us from the lips of 
Margaret, to his oommunings with the most intimato 
of the counsellors of hia early manhood, ‘ Jlophiato- 
pheles ’ Merck. The theme accompanied him on the 
Italian journey which completed the transformation 
of so much in his views of life and art ; for, as is well 
known, he wrote the scene of the Witch’s Kitchen in tiio 
gardens of the Villa Borgliese at Rome. Here also he 
wrote the scene superscribed Forest and Cavern, with 
the apostrophe to the ‘ lofty spirit ’ who must be the 
‘ Spirit of the Earth ’ of the first scene of the poem — 
an, apostrophe retained in all the editions of Fanst, 
though it is in. truth hreconcilahle with Eaust’s failure 
to compel that spirit and with his subseijuent self- 
abandonment to the Devil, whose agent, not the agent 
of the Spirit of the Earth, Mephistopheles is, In Italy 
he also seems to have first sketched the plan of the 
Second Part ; and thence he brought back the subject 
as a whole, to he ultimately transformed, as he had 
himself been, by the renascence of classical antiquity 
in the figure symbolising its beauty — Helena. 

Thus the study of the growth of Goethe’s Favst 
cannot but be described as a task of great complexity 
and exceptional difficulty, and has legitimately occu- 
pied efforts almost unparalleled of literary and bio- 
graphical research and criticism — ^from Kuno Eischor 
and Diintzer to Bielsohowaky. Here a few words must 
suffice. It is certain that the idea of dramatising the 
story of Eaust, in its full signifioanoe os the story of 
humanity, had occupied Goethe’s mind for some time 
before, in 1773, he jmt part of it on paper — as it would 
seem in response to the dema.n(i of his friend Eiiedrioh 
Wilhelm Qotter, to whom and other friends of the 
Table Bound at Wotdar he ha4 spoken of his Faxest 
project, Among the earliest portions of the drama 
reproduced in, latet printed versions were the opening 
spliloqny, the appearance of the Spirit of the Earth, 
lind part of the colloquy between Professor Mephisto- 
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pteles and iho student — this last, however, in a cruder 
form — full of students’ talk and jests. Then there 
was added the tragedy of Margaret, the prison-scene 
being originally in prose ; and under the date of 1774 
we learn that Fmist was nearly ready, and that Goethe 
read it out in MS. to his friend Heinrich Christian 
jBoie, and soon afterwards toKnobel, Merck, and many 
others. It accompanied him to Weimar, where towards 
the close of 1775 he read it out at Court, and where 
Hrauloin Louisa von Gochhausen took a copy of the 
Urfausi, which was given to the world so late as 1887. 
And thus, in the midst of the distractions of court life 
and of the hard administrative labours which were not 
to ho forgotten as eaaontial to the development of man’s 
nature in the Second Fart of Faust, the work remained 
with Goethe os, so to speak, part of himself, and hecama 
known to an increasing numhet of friends and admirers, 
though only aa ‘ a piece of a piece ’. After he had 
brought it back from Italy, he at last — in 1790 — 
published it, avowedly as ‘ a fragment ’, and evidently 
for a time with the intention that it should remain such. 
Goethe had returned from Italy a different man in 
more ways than one. He now looked with dissatisfac- 
tion upon what seemed to him the ultra-passionate 
naturalism of oortain of the scenes which he had written 
— above all the soliloquy of Valentine and the prose 
prison-scene ; and by omitting them left the tragic- 
story itself a fragment within a fragment. Nor had 
he the heart to rewrite any part of what it had been 
arranged to publish in the seventh volume of his 
ooUooted works. Thus, for instance, the delectable 
notion of an academic disputation, to which the 
dialogue between Mephistopheles and the student was 
abandoned, for ever. Only a chip or two of tills remain 
in the ParaUpomerta — among the rest Mephistopheles’ 
delightful esjpression of contempt for ‘ honest doubt ’. 
Of this lassitude the explanation is clear j the inepira- 
‘tion which had long infused itself into Goethe’s htera^ 
labours had ceased — his love for Charlotte von Stein 
was no more- 
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And for a long time it seemed probable that Palist 
would remain tho fragment as wbioh. it had been first 
given to the world in. 1790. Goethe’s active partici- 
pation, in the troubled period which followed upon the 
outbreak of the Prcnoh Eevolution, in. public affairs — 
including military expeditions — necessarily for some 
years put a stop to his literary produotivity, and when, 
under the itilluenoe of his friendship with Schiller, it 
was resumed, it seemed to load his genius into calmer 
spheres, with which the romantic associations and the 
personal passions interwoven with them had little in 
common. But no I the poet in him had been re- 
awakened, and his interest in the theme of Faud( was 
revived. To the year 1797 belongs the beautiful poem 
which Goethe afterwards prefixed under the title of 
‘ Dedication ’ to the First Part of Faust, and the 
visions of his youth surrounded him once more. He 
was hereupon chiefly occupied with the task — specially 
oharaoteristio of the conceptions of literature and art 
which he had ohorished since his return from Italy — 
of continuing the Iliad under the title of the AchilleU ; 
and, as the figure of Helen rose before him, there rose 
with it the desire of completing that part of Faust of 
which she was to be the central personage. Thus, 
together with some scenes in the First Part, he bad 
already oomposed fragments of the Sscond, when 
various cau.ses, public and private — among them the 
death of SohiUor— interfered ; so that, when in 1808 
Faust was republished once more, it still consisted only 
of a single part, and this was — as it now seemed, 
definitively— brought out as a fragment. Its new 
ingredients were, however, of importance. To the 
contents of the first edition, of 1790, was now added, 
in the first instance, the Dedication which in so beautiful 
a fashion attests the enduring connexion between the 
author’s life and its favourite literary theme. Then 
followed (also new) the shrewdly humorous and in- 
^truotive Prdude at the Theatre, and the marvellous 
Prologue in Heaven — ^known to English readers chiefly 
tjitough Shelley’s version, though omitted by an early 
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translator of Paust, who was of opinion that ‘ the tone 
of levity with which it treats matters of the moat 
sacred nature must be repugnant to English feelings ’ — 
an astounding confession of ignorance of mediaeval 
literature and of ready acquiescence in the narrowness 
of mind common in the English literary public of the 
age. The 1808 fragment also added the entire series 
of scenes from Eaust’s attempt at suicide and his 
abandonment of it at the sound of the Easter bells 
to the compact with Mephistopheles, besides the 
entrance and death of Valentine, the Walpurgis-night 
and return of Faust, and the prison-scene, now in verse. 
It win he seen at a glance how much of what is poeti- 
cally most beautiful in the First Part of Favst is 
accordingly the work of Goethe’s maturity. The 
versification of the prison-scene shows his mastery of 
his art ; and the dlotion of the scene illustrates his 
poetic instinct in carr3ring on the character of Margaret, 
without a single violent transition, from simple maiden 
to tragic heroine. The Walpurgis-night is a wonderful 
device of genius, as designed to represent the Devil’s 
attempt to drown the conscience of Faust, at tlie time 
when Margaret is suffering from their joint sin, in the 
flood of sensual enjoyment typified by the witches’ 
Sabbath ; but the poet seems to have felt himself 
unable to carry it out in accordance with his original 
intention. The Pamlipomena contain some of the 
unused material for this scene, which certainly go 
further in wild obscenity than could be tolerated by 
even the most independent of theatres. Thus the 
scene had to be left in a more or less fragmentary 
condition ; nor can it be held a happy thought which 
substituted for the height of the action (however un- 
speakable might have been the adequate presentment 
of its original conception) the interlude of a Wdpwrgis- 
night’s Pram. In Bielschowsky’s words, this is in 
fact ‘nothing but a heap of Xenia which had remained 
even from the great hurricane ’ of satirical distichs on 
their literary and political contemporaries, launched 
by Goethe and Sohiller in the year 1796. They accord- 
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ingly nowadays reqnire a commentary such as would 
fatigue a good many readers ; and wo may not un- 
ohaidtably conclude that they wore ‘ oaviaro to tho 
general ’ even in the days of Micding, the worthy 
mechanician and pioperty-man of the Woimar theatre. 

When Goethe brought out the 180S edition of Faust, 
he had lost much of his sympathy with the motive 
idea of the story as he had fiist taken it over from 
popular tradition — the conception of a man ambitious 
to know, and to learn through experience what books 
had failed to teach him. Yet from the first Goethe, 
in acoordanoo with the notions of the age in which he 
lived, and with the inspirations of his own genius, had 
expanded this conception into the general idea oE 
a presentment of ‘ striving and erring humanity ’, and 
had invested this idea with flesh and blood by project- 
ing into it much of his own Mrsonality, He had at 
the same time consciously shaken off a style of writing 
which aooommodaled itself to mediaeval themes and 
romantic folk-lore ; and SohiUer had strengthened tho 
twofold tendency to a transformation of the theme 
and to a refinement of the form in which it was treated. 
Thus, when in tho course of years he once more took 
up_ the subject — this time to add a Sex,ond Part and 
bring the whole to a consummalion — ^lie had in his mind 
completely identified tho figure of Faust with struggling 
humanity, and come to regard him as its type. Tho 
particular aspeots under wliich he was treated as such 
in the completed dramatic poem wore those under 
which Goethe’s own aotivity in life presents itself to 
us — whether as an administrator or as a man of letters ; 
but they are all subordinated to the general pohit o£ 
view of humanity aspiring to perfection. This must 
suffice to indicate what lay at the root of the design 
of the (Second Pari of Fanst, as finished by Goethe 
phoytly before his death, and published posthumously 
in' 1892, together with the First Pmt — ^no longer 
a ‘ fragment aa it had appeared in 1808. The First 
Part of FaUst caimofe be fully judged withoiit tho 
Seami, hecause 'the evolution of the subject in the 
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mind ol tho author — the process 'svhieli was of course 
at times proleptio tmd at ijmes retrospective — ^was not 
completed till lie had carried out his iiaal conception 
of it as a whole. And the intclleotual triumpii of the 
achieved comprehension of the whole in the framework 
of a single poem must he desoiibed ns in its way un- 
paraUoled. Yot, though m this sense the Fiist Part 
cannot he judged without the Second, yet the PiUt, 
as has been shoivn in these few pages, histoiioally 
stands by itself, and was not altered by Goethe when 
he continued the work. If the F^r3t Part still remains 
a fragment, it is such in. the sense in which tho lives 
of most men and the histories of most nations are 
fragments. What is past m them can be neither 
mended nor recalled ; but that which is great in them 
is not wholly past, and that which is good continues to 
move onward, heavenward. 

Among the English translations of Pari 7 of Goethe’s 
Faust, that by Dr. Jolm Auster was one of the earliest, 
and still holds a plaeo of its own. Some extracts from 
it were printed so long ago as 1820 — ^before any part of 
the poem had. appealed in an English dross, in other 
words before the date of tho translation of Lord Francis 
Leveson Gower, afterwards Lord Ellesmere (1823), that 
of Professor Blaokie’s (1824), and that of Abraham 
Hayward's prose version (1833). (Tliorc weio at least 
two others, of no particular note.) The whole of 
Anstor’s translation of the First Part appeared m 1835, 
under tho title of Faustus, a Dramatic Mystmj, together 
with a translation of The Bndc of Corinth, and a lyric 
entitled The First Walpurgis Night. It was frequently 
reprinted in both England and Germany, and was, in 
1864, followed by a translation of the Second Part. 

Anster’s version cannot, like Hayward’s rather bald 
prose translation, claim to have been the first to enable 
Bnghab readers to follow closely the meaning of the 
original ; nor can it he compared as a woik of soholar- 
ghip to tho translation by the late Miss Anna Swanwiok 
(1849), recently reprinted with an introduction and 
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notes by Dr. Karl Breul, or in teclmical aldll to the 
version from the expert hand of Sir Theodore Martin 
(1866) ; while in both textual and metrical fidehty it 
must yield the palm to the translation published at 
Boston in 1871 by Mr, Bayard Taylor. Anater’s work 
— a labour of love, undertaken in ciroumslances of some 
diflSoulty, as ho was a barrister at Dublin, whore ho 
afterwards beoame Regius Professor of Civil Law — is 
a version so ‘ free ’ that it has been called an ‘ imita- 
tion ’ rather than a translation. But this is going too 
far, though the lines in the English text are stated to 
exceed those in the German by one -seventh, and in 
certam cases exhibit a much larger excess. As an 
inevitable result, much of the terseness of the original 
and with it not a little of the simplicity, naivete, and 
pathos of particular passages, are lost in the translation. 
On the other hand, Anater is, if the oiroumstauces be 
considered, remarkably successful in preserving the 
fluency, and in many passages some of the force, of 
Goethe’s text ; nor can it be denied that in the choice of 
epithets as well as in the turn of sentences he frequently 
displays a singular facility and felicity. Still, his 
version should not be examined too closely ; it should 
rather he read as a whole and rapidly — a prooes.s which 
its best qualities suit better than those of any other 
translation of Faust with which I at least am ac- 
quainted. It thus deserves a welcome from those who 
(to adapt an appropriate phrase in Anster’s own 
Preface) are prepared to concede that a poem, after 
all, win be judged — and, it may ho added, ought to 
he judged — as a poem. 

A. W. WARD. 

Bbabmab, 

Bifiemier, 1907. 
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DOCTOR FAUSTUS 


Enter Chorus. 

cnoBUS. Not marching now in fields of Thrasimene, 
Where Mars did mate the Carthaginians ; 

Nor sporting in tho dalliance of love ; 

In courts of kings where state is overturn’d ; 

Nor hi the pomp of proud audacious deeds, 

Intends our Muse to vaunt his heavenly verse; 

Only this, gentlemen, — ^we must perform 
The form of Faustus’ fortunes, good or bod: 

To patient judgments we appeal our plaud, 

Ana speak for Faustus in hie infanoy. 

Now is he bom, his parents base of stock. 

In Germany, within a town call’d Rhodes : 

Of nper years, to Wittenberg he went, 

Whereas his Idnsmen chiefly brought him up. 

So soon he profits iu divinity. 

The fraitful plot of soholarism grac’d. 

That shortly he was grac’d with doctor’s name. 
Excelling all whose sweet delight disputes 
In heavenly matters of theology; 

Tin swoln with ouraiiag, of a self-oonoeit, 

His waxen wings did mount above his reach. 

And, melting, heavens conspir’d his overthrow ; 

For, falling to a devilish exorcise, 

And glutted now with learning’s golden gifts, 

He surfeits upon oursW necromancy; 

Nothing so sweet as magic is to liim, 

Which he prefers before hia ohiefest bliss ; 

And this the man that in his study sits. 
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SCENE I. FAUSTUS’S STUDY 
Fattstus discovered. 

iTAtrsTUS. Settle thy studies, Fauatus, and begin 
To sound the depth of that thou wilt profess : 
Having oommenc’d, be a divine in show, 

Yet level at the end of every art, 

And live and die in Aristotle’s works. 

Sweet Analytics, ’tis thou hast ravish’d me ! 

Bene disser&re est finis logices. 

Ls, to dispute well, logic’s chiefest end ? 

Affords this art no greater miraele ? 

Then read no more ; thou hast attain’d that end. 

A greater subject fitteth Faustus’ wit : 

Bid Economy farewell, and Galon come, 

Seeing, Ubi desinil philosophies, ibi incipit niedicus s 
Be a physioian, Faustus ; heap up gold, 

And be eterniz’d for some %vondrous em'e ! 

Sutnmum bonnm medicinae sanitas : 

The end of physic is our body’s health. 

Why, Faustus, hast thou not attain’d that end ? 

Is not thy oommon talk found aphorisms ? 

Are not thy hills hung up as monuments, 

Wliereby whole cities have escap’d the plague, 

And thousand deap’rate maladies been eas’d f 
Yet art thou still but Faustus, and a man. 

Conldst thou make men to live eternally, 

Or, being dead, raise them to life again, 

Then tliis profession were to be esteem’d. 

Fhysio, farewell 1 Where is Justinian 1 [Reads. 
Si una eademque res legatur duohus, alter rem, alter 
valorem rei, < 60 . 

A pretty^ case of paltry legacies 1 ' [Reads. 

Mvhaereditare filium non potest pater, nisi, dec. 

Such is the subject of the institute, 
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And universal body of the law: 

His study fits a mercenary drudge, 

Who aims at nothing but external trash ; 

Too servile and illiberal for me. 

When all is done, divmity ia best : 

Jerome’s Bible, Faiistna ; view it well. {Reads. 

Stipendium percati mors est. Ha ! Slipendiwn, cfco. 
The reward of sin is death : that ’s hard. {Reads. 
Si peacasse negamus, faHimur, et nulla esl in nobis veritas ; 
If we say that we have no sin, we deceive ourselves, 
and there ’s no truth in us. 

Why, then, belike we must sin, and so consequently die : 
Aye, we must die an everlasting death. 

What doctrine call you this, Ohe sera, sera ; 

What 'nill be, shall be ? Divinity, adieu ! 

These metaphyaioa of magicians. 

And necromantic books are heavenly ; 

Lines, oirolea, scenes, letters, and oharaoter.s ; 

Aye, these are those that Faustus most desires. 

O, what a world of profit and delight, 

Of power, of honour, of omnipotence. 

Is promis’d to the studious artizan I 
All things that move between the quiet poles 
Shall be at my command : emperors and kings 
Are but obeyed in tbeir several provinoes, 

Nor can they raise the wind, or rend the clouds ; 
But his dominion that exceeds ia this, 

Stretoheth as far as doth the mind of man ; 

A sound magician is a mighty god: 

Here, Faustus, tire thy brains to gain a deity 1 

Enter Wagner. 

Wagner, oommend me to my dearest friends, 

The German Valdes and Cornelius ; 

Bequest them earnestly to visit me. 

WAGNER. I wiU, sir. {Exit. 

EAUSTcrs. Their conference will he a greater help 
to me 

Than aU my labours, plod I ne’er so fast. 
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Bnter Good Angel and Evil Angel. 

GOOD ANGEL. 0, Fauatua, lay that damned book 
aside, 

And gaze not on it, lest it tempt thy soul, 

And heap God’s heavy wrath upon thy head ! 

Bead, read the Scriptures : — that is blasphemy. 

EVIL ANGEL. Go forward, Faustus, in that famous 
art 

Wherein all Nature’s treasure is contain’d : 

Be thou on earth as Jove is in the sky, 

Lord and commander of these elements. \Exeunt Angels, 
I'ADST'DS, How am I glutted with conceit of this I 
Shall I make spirits fetch me what I please, 

Eesolve me of all ambiguities, 

Perform what desperate enterprise I will ? 
rU have them fly to India for gold, 

Kansaok the ocean for orient pearl. 

And search all corners of the new-found world 
For pleasant fruits and princely delicates ; 

I’ll have them read me strange philosophy. 

And tell the secrets of all foreign kings s 
I’ll have them wall all Germany with brass. 

And make swift Bhine circle fair Wittenberg ; 
rU have them fill the public schools with sflk, 
Wherewith the students shall be bravely clad ; 

I’ll levy soldiers with the coin they bring. 

And chase the Prince of Parma from our land. 

And reign sole king of all our provinces ; 

Yea, stranger ongmes for the brunt of war, 

Than was the fiery keel at Antwerp’s bridge, 

I’ll make my servile spirits to invent. 

£!n(er Yaddbs and CoBNELitr.s. 

Come, Gorman Valdes, and Comehus, 

And make me blest with your sage conference ! 
Valdes, sweet Valdes, and Cornelius, 

Know that your words have won me at the last 
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To practise magic and concealed arts : 

Yet not your words only, but mine own fantasy, 
That will receive no object ; for my head 
But ruminates on neoromantio skill. 

Philosophy is odious and obscure ; 

Both law and physio are for petty wits ; 

Divinity is basest of the three. 

Unpleasant, harsh, contemptible, and vile : 

’Tia magic, magic, that hath ravish’d mo. 

Then, gentle friends, aid me in this attempt ; 

And I, that have with concise syllogisms 
Gravoll’d the pastors of the German church. 

And made the flowering pride of Wittenberg 
Swarm to my problems, as the infernal spirits 
On sweet Musaeus when he came to hell, 

Will be as cunning as Agrippa was, 

Whose shadows made oil Europe honour him. 
VALDES. Paustus, these books, thy wit, and our 
expel icnce, 

Shall make all nations to canonize us. 

As Indian Moors obey their Spanish lords, 

So shall the subjects of every element 
Be always serviceable to us three ; 

Like lions shall they guard us when we please ; 

Like Almain mtters with their horsemen’s staves, 

Or Lapland giants, trotting by our sides ; 

Sometimes like women, or unwedded maids. 
Shadowing more beauty ia their airy brows 
Than have the white breasts of the queen of love: 
Prom Venice shall they drag huge argosies, 

And from America the golden fleece 
That yearly stuffs old Philip’s treasury ; 

If learned Paustus will be resolute. 

EAUSTUS. Valdes, as resolute am I in this 
As tbou to live : therefore object it not. 

ooKNELrus. The miracles that magio wiU perform 
Will make thee vow to study nothing else. 

He that is grounded in astrology, 

Enrioh’d with tongues, well seen in minerals, 

Hath all the principles magio doth require: 
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Tlien doubt not, Raustua, but to be rouowra’d, 

And. more frequented for this mystery 
Than heretofore the Delphian Oracle. 

The apirita tell me they can dry the aea. 

And fetch the treasure of all foreign ■wrecks, 

Aye, ail the wealth that our forefathers hid 
Within the massy entrails of the earth : 

Then tell me, Faustus, what shall ■we three want ? 
FAirsTUS. Nothing, Cornelius. 0, this cheers my 
soul ! 

Come, show me some demonstrations magical. 

That I may conjure in some lusty grove, 

And have these joys in full possession. 

VALDES. Then haste thee to some solitary grove, 
And bear wise Bacon’s and Albanus’ works, 

The Hebrew Baalter, and New Testament ; 

And whatsoever else is requisite 
We 'wiU inform thee ere our conference cease. 
ooRNBLUTs. Valdos, first let him know the words ol 
art ; 

And then, all other ceremonies leam’d, 

Faustus may try his cunning by himself. 

VALDES. First I'll instruct thee in the rudiments. 
And then wilt thou be perfector than I. 

FAUSTUS. Then oome and dine with me, and, afta 
meat. 

We’ll canvass every quiddity thereof ; 

For, ere I sleep. I’ll try what I can do : 

This night I’ll conjure, though I die therefore. 

[Exeunt 
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SCENE II. BEFORE EAUSTUS’S HOUSE 
JSnter Two Scholars. 

HEST SCHOLAR. I wonder what ’s become of Eaustua, 
that was wont to make our schools ring with sic p-obo. 

SBaoND SCHOLAR. That shall we know ; for see, 
hero comes his boy. 


Enter Wagner. 

FIRST SCHOLAR. How now, shrah ! where ’s thy 
master ? 

WAGNER. God in heaven knows. 

SECOND SCHOLAR. Why, dost not thou know T 

WAGNER. Yes, I know ; but that follows not. 

FIRST SCHOLAR.' Go to, sin’ah ! leave your jesting, 
and tell us whore he is. 

WAGNER. That follows not necessary by force of 
argument, that you, being licentiate, should stand 
upon ’t : therefore acknowledge your error, and be 
attentive. 

SECOND SCHOLAR. Why, didst thou not say thou 
knewest f 

WAGNER. Have you any witness on ’t ? 

FIRST soHOLAB. Yes, sirrah, I heard yon. 

WAGNER. Ask my fellow if I be a thief. 

SECONn SCHOLAR. Well, you ivill not tell us 7 

WAGNER. Yes, sir, I will tell you ; yet, if you were 
not dupocs, yon, would never ask me such a question ; 
for is not he corpus naturale 7 and is not that mobile 7 
then wherefore should you a^k me such a question 7 
But that I am by nature phlegmatic, slow to wrath, it 
were not for you to come within forty foot of the place 
of execution, although T do not doubt to see you both 
hanged the next sessions. Thus having triumphed 
over you, I will set my countenance like a precisian. 
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and begin to speak thus ; — Truly, my dear brethren, 
my master is within at dinner, with Valdes and Corne- 
lius, as this wine, if it could speak, it would inform 
your worships ; and so, the Lord bless you, preserve 
you, and keep you, my dear brethren, my dear brethren ! 

[JUxit. 

EtEST sonoiAB. Nay, then, I fear he is fallen into 
that damned art for which they two are infamous 
through the world. 

SECOND sonoLAB. Were he a stranger, and not allied 
to me, yet should I grieve for him. But, come, let us 
go and inform the Eeotor, and see if he by his grave 
counsel can reclaim him. 

ITOST SOHOLAB. 0, but I feoT me nothing can 
reclaim him ! 

SECOND acHOLAB. Yet let us try what we can do. 

[Uxeunt. 


SCENE in. A GROVE 

Unter EAUSTTrs to conjure. 

EAtrSTUB. Now that the gloomy shadow of the earth, 
Longing to view Orion’s drizaling look, 

Leaps from th’ antarctic world unto the sky, 

And dims the 'welkin ■with hot pitehy breaCi, 
Paustus, begin thine incantations. 

And try if devils will obey thy best. 

Seeing thou hast pray’d and sacriflo’d to them. 
Within this circle is Jehovah’s name, 

Eorward and backward anagrammatiz’d, 

The breviated names of holy saints, 

Eigures of every adjunct to the heavens. 

And characters of signs and erring stars, 

By which the spirits are enforc’d to rise : 

Then fear not, Eaustus, but he resolute, 

And try the uttermost magic can perform. — 

Sint mihi dei Aaherontis projiitH / Valeat nwnen triplex 
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Jehovae I Ignei, ami, aquatani sfiritus, salvete ! 
Orieniis princepa JBdzebub, inferni ardentis monaicha, et 
Demogorgon, propitiamvs voa, ut appareat et surgat 
Mephistopliilia, quod lumeraris : perjehovam, Gehennam,, 
et conaecrataan aquam quani nualo apargo, signumque 
crucis quod mmc facio. et per vota nostra, ipse nunc surgat 
nobis dicatua Mephisiophilis / 

Enter Mephistophilis. 

I charge fchee to return, and change thy shape ; 
Tlrou art too ugly to attend on me : 

Go, and return an old Eranciacan friar ; 

That holy shape becomes a devil beat. 

[Exit Mephistophius. 

I see there ’s virtue in my heavenly words : 

Who would not be proficient in this art ! 

How pliant is this Mephistophilis, 

Full of obedience and humility ! 

Such is the force of magic and my spells : 

No, Fauatua, thou art conjuror laureat, 

That canst command great Mephistophilis : 

Quin regis Mepliistophlis ficUris imagine. 

Be-enter MBPinsTOPHius like a Franciscan friar. 

MEPHISTOPHILIS. Now, Faustus, what wouldst thou 
have me do ? 

FAUSTUS. I charge thee wait upon me whilst I live, 
To do whatever Fau.stu3 shall command, 

Be it to make the moon drop from her sphere. 

Or th’ ocean to overwhelm the world. 

MEPHISTOPHILIS. I am a servant to great Lucifer, 
And may not follow thee without his leave : 

No more than he commands mu.st we perform. 
FAUSTUS. Did not he charge thee to appear to me ? 
MEPHiSTOPHlTis. No, I came hither of mine own 
accord. 

FAUSTUS. Did not my conjuring speeches raise thee ? 
speak. 
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MTpHiSTOPHiLia. That waa tho cause, but yet per 
accidens ; 

Dor, when vve hear one rack the name of God, 
Abjuro the Scriptures and hia Saviour Christ, 

We fly, in hope IQ get liia glorious soul ; 

Nor will we come, unless he use such means 
Whereby ho ia in danger to he damn’d. 

Therefore the shortest out for conjuring 
Is stoutly to abjure the Trinity, 

And pray devoutly to the prince of hell. 

I'ATjSTus. So Fanatus hath 
Ah'cady done ; and holds this principle, 

There ia no chief but only Belzebub ; 

To whom Fauatua doth dedicate himself. 

This word ‘ damnation ’ terrifies him not. 

For he confounds hell in Elysium: 

His ghost be with the old philosophers I 
But, leaving these vain trifles of men’s souls. 

Tell mo what is that Lucifer thy lord ? 
MnPHisTonnus. Aroh-regont and commander of all 
spirits. 

FArsTUS. Was not that Lucifer an angel once ? 
MBPirtSTopmus. Yes, Faustua, and most dearly 
lov’d of God. 

PAtrsTUS. How comes it, then, that he is prinoe of 
devils ? 

MiiPHiaTOPiilLia. 0, by aspiring pride and insolence ; 
For which God threw him from the face of heaven. 
PAtrsTUS. And what are you that live with Lucifer ? 
MBPHiSTopHiLia. Unhappy spirits that fell with 
Lucifer, 

Conspir’d against our God with Lucifer, 

And are for ever damn’d with Lucifer. 

PAiisTUS. Where are you damn’d ! 
MBPHISTOPHIIJS. In hell. 

PAdSTtrs. How comes it, then, that thou art out of 
hell ? 

ivtspHisTOPHtLis. Why, this is hell, nor am I out of it : 
Think’st thou that I, who saw the face of God, 

And tasted the eternal joys of heaven. 
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Am not tormented with ten thousand hells. 

In. being depriv’d of everlasting bliss ? 

O, Eanstus, leave these frivolous demands, 

TOiioh strike a terror to my fainting soul ! 

I’AUSTTTS. What, is great Mephistophilis so pas- 
sionate 

For being deprivM of the joya of heaven ? 

Learn thou of Pauatua manly fortitude, 

And aeorn those joys thou never shalt possess; 

Go bear these tidings to great Lucifer : 

Seeing Paustus hath incurr’d eternal death 
By desp’rate thoughts against Jove’s deity, 

Say, ho surrenders up to him his soul, 

So he will spare him four and twenty years. 

Letting him live in all voluptuousness ; 

Having thee over to attend on me. 

To give mo whatsoever I shall ask, 

To teU mo whatsoever I demand. 

To slay mine enemies, and aid my friends, 

And always be obedient to my will. 

Go and return to mighty Lucifer, 

And meet mo in my study at midnight, 

And then resolve me of thy master’s mmd. 

MnrmsTonHiLis. I will, Paustus. [Exit, 

PAirsTUS. Had I as many souls as there be stars, 
I’d give them all for Mephistophilis. 

By him I’ll be great emp’ror of the world. 

And make a bridge thorough the moving air, 

To pass the ooean with a band of men ; 

I’ll join the hills that hind the Afrie shore, 

And make that country continent to Spain, 

And both contributory to my crown: 

The Erap’ror shall not live but by my leave, 

Nor any potentate of Germany. 

Now that I have obtain’d what I desir’d. 

I’ll live in speculation of this art, 

Till Mephistophilis return again. 
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SCENE IV. A STREET 
Bnter Waonbb and Clown. 

WAGNBB. Sirrali boy, come bitber. 

CLOW. How, boy I swowns, boy 1 I hope yon have 
seen many boys with such piokadevaunts as I have : 
boy, quotha ! 

WAGNEB. Tell me, sirrah, hast thou any ooniinga in ? 

CLOWN. Aye, and goings out too. You may see else. 

WAGNEK. Alas, poor slave ! see how poverty josteth 
in his nakedness 1 tho villain is bare and out of service, 
and so hungry, that I know he would give his soul to 
the devil for a. shoulder of mutton, though it wore 
blood-raw. 

CLOWN. How ! my soul to the devil for a shoulder 
of mutton, though *tware blood-raw ! not so, good 
friend : by’r lady, I had need have it well roasted, and 
good sauoe to it, if I pay so dear. 

WAGNER. Well, wilt thou serve me, and I’ll make 
thee go like Qui ifiilii disdptdua ? 

CLOWN. How, in verse 1 

WAGNER. No, sirrah ! in beaten silk and etaves-aore. 

CLOWN. How, how, knavcs-acre 1 aye, I thought that 
was all the land hia father loft him. Do ye hoar ? 
I would be sorry to rob you of your living. 

WAGNER- Sin'ah, I say in stnves-aore. 

oi.owN. Oho, oho, staves-aore ! why, then, belike, 
if I were your man, I should he full of vermin. 

WAGNER. So thou shalt, whether thou beeat with me 
or no. But, sirrah, leave your jesting, and bind your- 
seE presently unto me for seven years, or I’U turn 
all the lice about thee into familiars, and they shall 
tear thee in pieces. 

CLOWN. Do you hear, sir 7 you may save that 
lahoiu’; they are too familiar with me already: swowns, 
they are aS hold with my flesh as E they had paid for 
my meat aud drink. 
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WAQ-NEB. Well, do yon hear, siiTab ? hold, take 
these guilders. [Oivea mone-y. 

OLOWN. Gridirons, ■nhat he they ? 

WAaNEB. Why, French crowns. 

CLOWN. Mass, but for the name of French crowns, 
a man were as good have as many English counters. 
And what should I do with these ? 

WASNEB. Why, now, sirrah, thou art at an hour’s 
w'arning, whensoever and wheresoever the devil shall 
fetch thee. 

CLOWN. No, no ; here, take your gridirons again. 

WAGNEB. Truly, I’ll none of them. 

CLOWN. Truly, but you shall, 

WAGNBB. Bear witness I gave them him. 

CLOWN. Bear witness I give them you again. 

WAGNER. Well, I will cause two devils presently to 
fetch thee away. — Baliol and Belcher ! 

CLOWN. Let your Balio and your Belcher come here, 
and I’ll knock them, they were never bo knocked since 
they were devils ; say I should kill one of them, what 
would folks say ? ‘ T5o ye see yonder tall fellow in the 
round slop ? he has killed the devil.’ So I should be 
called Kill-devil all the parish over. 

Enter two Devils ; and (he Clown runs up 
and dovm crying. 

WAGNER. Baliol and Belcher, — spirits, away ! 

[ExeuTtt Devils. 

CLOWN. What, are they gone X a vengeance on 
them 1 they have vile long nails. Tliere was a be- 
devil and a she-devil : I’ll tell you how you shah know 
them ; all he-devils has horns, and all she-devils has 
cloven feet. 

WAQNEE. Well, sirrah, follow me. 

CLOW'N. But, do you hoar ? if I should serve you, 
would you teach me to raise up Banioa and Bolcheos ? 

WAGNER. I ■will teach thee to turn thyself to any 
tiring, to a dog, or a cat, or a mouse, or a rat, or any 
thinor. 
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OLOWir. How ! a Cliristian fellow to a dog, or a oat, 
a mouse, or a rat! no, no, sir; if you turn mo into 
any thing, let it be into the likeness of a little pretty 
frisking flea, that I may bo here and there and every- 
where. 

WAGNBE. Well, sirrah, come. 

CLOWS'. But, do you hear, Wagner 7 

WAGNEB. How t — Baliol and Belcher ! 

CLO'vvK. 0 Lord, I pray, air, let Banio and Belcher 
go sleep. 

WAQSEB. Villain, call me Master Wagner, and let 
thy left eye be diametarily fixed upon my right heel, 
with quasi vesiiqtas nostras insistere. [^Exit. 

CLOWN. God forgive me, he speaks Dutch fustian. 
Well, I’ll follow him ; I’U serve him, that ’s flat. [Ex\t. 


SCENE V. PAUSTUS’S STUDY 
Pattstus discovered. 

EATTSTUS. Now, PaustuB, must 
Thou needs be damn’d, and canst thou not be sav’d : 
What boots it, then, to think of God or heaven 7 
Away with such vain fancies, and despair ; 

Despair in God, and trust in Belzobub : 

Now go not backward ; no, Pahstua, bo resolute : 
Why waver’st thou 7 0, something soundeth in mine 
ears, 

‘ Ahj'ure this magio, turn to God again 1 ’ 

Aye, and Paustus will turn to God again. 

To God 7 he loves thee not ; 

The god thou serv’st is thine own appetite. 

Wherein is fix’d the love of Belzebub ; 

To bim I’ll build an altar and a church, 

And offer lukewarm blood of new-born babes. 



SCENE V 


17 


Enter Good Angel and Evil Angol. 

GOOD ANGEL. Swect Eauatus, leave that execrable 
art. 

EAUSTUS. Contrition, prayer, repentance— what at 
them ? 

GOOD ANQEij. 0, they are means to bring thee onto 
heaven ! 

EVIL ANGEL. Rather illusions, iruits of lunacy, 
That makes men foolish that do trust them moat. 

GOOD ANOBL. Sweet Eauatus, think of heaven and 
heavenly things. 

EVIL ANGEL. No, Eaustus ; think of honour and of 
wealth. [Exeunt Angels. 

FAU3TOS. Of wealth I 

Why, the signiory of Emden shall be mine. 

When Mephiatophilis shall stand by me, 

What god can hurt thee, Eaustus ? thou art safe s 
Cast no more doubts. — Como, MephistopbUis, 

And bring glad tidings from great Lucifer ; — 

Is ’t not midnight 1 — oome, Mephistophilis, 

Fern, veni, MeflmtophUe I 

Enter MEPmSTorniLis. 

Now tell mo what snys Lucifer, thy lord ? 

MEPmsTOPUlus. That I shall wait on Eaustus while 
he lives, 

So he will buy my service with his soul. 

EAUSTtrs. Already Eaustus hath hazarded that for 
thee. 

MEPHiSTOPHiiia. But, Eaustus, thou must bequeath 
it solemnly, 

And write a deed of gift with thine own blood; 

For that security craves great Lucifer. 

If thou deny it, I will back to hell. 

EAUSTUS. Slay, Mephistophilis, and tell me, what 
good 

Will my soul do thy lord ? 

FiUST O 
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MEPHiSTOPniLta, Enlarge Ma kingdom. 

FATTSTOT. la that tlie reason vfliy he tempts ua 
thus ! 

MEPHiS'fOPHiiiia. Solamen miseris socios halnmse 
doloris. 

FAirsTTJS. Why, have you any pain that torture 
others ? 

MEPHisT0PH2i,i3. As great as have the human souls 
of men. 


But tell me, Faustua, shall I have thy soul 1 
And I -will be thy slave, and wait on thee, 

And give thee more than thou hast wit to ask. 
EATJSTira. Aye, Mephistophilis, I give it thee. 
MBPHiSTOPHiLis. Then, Faustus, stab thine arm 
courageously, 

And bind thy soul, that at some certain day 
Great Lucifer may claim it as his own ; 

And then bo thou as great as Lucifer. 

FAUSTUS. iStabUng hia arm] Lo, Mephistophilis, for 
love of thee, 

I out mine arm, and with my proper blood 
Assure my soul to be great Lucifer’s, 

Chief lord and regent of perpetual night ! 

View here the blood that trickles from mine arm, 
And let it be propitious for my wish. 

MEPHISTOPHILIS. But, Faustus, thou must 
Write it in manner of a deed of gift. 

FAUSTUS. Aye, so I will {Writes], But, Mephiato- 
philia, 

My blood congeals, and I can iwito no more, 

MBPHISTOPHILIS. I’ll fetch tbee fire to dissolve it 


straight. [JSxit. 

FAUSTUS- What might the staying of my blood 
portmd ? 

Is it unwilling I should write this bill ? 

Why streams it not, that I may write afresh ? 
JS'austus givh to thee his sovl : ah, there it stay’d ! 
Why ahouldm thou not ? is not thy soul thine own ? 
Then write again, Faustus gives to thee hw soul. 
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Re-enter Mephistophilis with a chafer of coals, 

MBPiiiSTOPHiLis. Here ’a fire ; come, Eaustus, set it 
oa. 

EAUSTtra. So, now the blood begins to clear again ; 
Now will 1 make an end immediately. [Writes. 
MBPHiSTOPHiLia. O, what will not I do to obtain his 
soul ? [Aside. 

pArSTUS. Constimmatum est ; this bill is ended. 
And Eaustus hath bequeath’d his soul to Lucifer. 
But what is this inscription on mine arm ? 

Homo, fugs : whither should I fly ? 
li unto God, he'll throw me down to hell. 

My senses are deceiv’d ; here ’s nothing writ : — 

I see it plain ; here in this place is writ, 

Homo, fuge : yet shall not Eaustus fly. 
MEPHIST0PHILI3; I’ll fetch him somewhat to delight 
his mind. ’ [Aside, and then exit. 


Re-enter MEPHiSTOPnais with Devils, who give crowns 
and rich apparel to Eausius, dance, and then depart. 

EAUSTUS. Speak, Mephistophilis, what means this 
show 1 

MBPinSTOPUiHS. Nothing, Eaustus, but to delight 
thy mind withal. 

And to show thee what raagio can perform. 

EAUSTUS. But may I raise up spirits when I please t 

MEPinsTOPHiLis. Aye, Eaustus, and do greater things 
than those. 

EAUSTUS. _ Then there ’s enough for a thousand souls. 
Hero, Mephistophilis, receive tliis scroll, 

A deed of gift of body and of soul : 

But yet conditionally that thou perform 
All articles prescrib’d between ua both. 

stEPHtSTOPHiLis. Eaustus, I swear by hell and 
Lucifer 

To efiect all promises between us made 1 
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iTAtiSTtrs. Thoa tear me read them. [iJeads] 
On these conditions foUoioing. First, that Faustus may 
be a spirit in form and substance. Secondly, that Mephis- 
tophilis shall be his servant, and at his command. Thirdly, 
that MephistophiKs shall do for him, and bring him 
whatsoever \]ie dasw-es]. Fourthly, that he shall be in his 
chamber or house invisible. Lastly, that he shall appear 
to the said John Faustus, at all times, in what fonn or 
shape soever he please. I, John Faustus, of Wittenberg, 
Doctor, by these presents, do give both body and soul to 
Lucifer prince of the east, and his minister Mephisto- 
philis ; and furthermore grant unto them that, twenty- 

i our years being expired, the articles above written iniio- 
ate, full power to fetch or carry the said John Faustus, 
body and soul, flesh, blood, or goods, into their habitation 
wheresoever. By me, John Faustus. 
MBPHrsTOPHiLia. Speak, Faustus, do yon deliver 
this as your deed ? 

PAUSTUS, Aye, take it, and the devil give thee good 
on ’t. 

MBPHiSTOPHiLis. Now, Faustus, ask what thou wilt. 
FAUSTUS. First will I question with thee about heU. 
Tell me, where is the place that men call hell 1 
MHPHiSTOPHiLis. Under the heavens. 

FAUSTUS. Aye, but whereabout ? 

MHPHiSTOPHims. Within the bowels of these elements. 
Where we are tortur’d and remain for over : 

Hell hath no limits, nor is oircumsorib’d 
la one self place ; for where we are is hell, 

And where hell is, there must we ever bo : 

And, to conclude, when all the world disaoWes, 

And every creature shall be purified. 

All places shall be hell that are not heaven. 
PAUSTUS. Come, I think hell ’s a fable. 
MEPHISTOPHII.IS. Aye, think so still, till experience 
change thy mind. 

FAUSTUS. Why, think’st thou, then, that Faustus 
shall be damn’d ? 

MiiPHiSTppHir,is. Aye, of necessity, for here ’s the 
scroll , 
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Wherein thou hast given thy soul to Lucifer. 

faitstits. Aye, and body too : but what of that 1 
Tbink’st thou that Eaustus is so fond to imagine 
That, after this life, there is any pain ? 

Tush, those aro tribes and mere old wives’ tales. 
MBPHiSTOPHiLis. But, Eaustus, I am an instance to 
prove the contrary ; 

For I am damned, and am now in hell. 

FAUSTtrs. How ! now in hell ! 

Nay, an this be hell, I’ll willingly be damn’d here : 
What ! walking, disputing, &c. 

But, leaving oft this, let me have a wife, 

The fairest maid in Germany. 

MFPHlSTOPniLia. How ! a wife I 

I prithee, Eaustus, talk not of a wife. 

FAUSTtrs. Nay, sweet Mephistophilis, fetch me one j 
for I will have one. 

MBPHiSTOPHiLis. Well, thou wilt have one ? Sit 
there till I come : 

I’ll fetch theo a wife in the devil’s name. [Exit. 

Re-enter MicPHisTOPniLis with a Devil drest liJee 
a Woman, with fireworks. 

MBPHrsTOPHiLis. Toll me, Eaustus, how dost thou 
like thy wife ? 

FAUSTUa. A plague on her ! 

MEPnisTOPHiLis. Tut, Eaustus, 

Marriage is but a ooremonial toy; 

If tliou loveat me, think no more of it. 

She whom tliino eye shall like, thy heart shall have, 
Be she as ohaste as was Penelope, 

As wise as Saba, or as beautiful 
As was bright Lucifer before his fall. 

Hold, take this book, peruse it thoroughly : 

[Oives hook. 

The iterating of those lines brings gold ; 

The framing of this circle on the ground 

Brings whirlwinds, tempests, thunder, and lightning ; 

Pronounce this thrice devoutly to thyself. 
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And men in amour shall appear to thee, 

Ready to execute what thou desir’st. 

jrAUSTTrs. Thanks, Mephiatophilis ; yet fain would 
I have a hook wherein I might behold all spells and 
incantations, that I might raise up spirits when I please. 
MEPHiSTOpmus. Here they are in this book. 

[Turns to them. 

PAtrsTTJS. Now would I have a book where I might 
see all oharaoters and planets of the heavens, that 
I might know their motions and dispositions. 
MEPHisTOPHiLis. Here they are too. 

[Turns to them. 

PATjaTtrs. Nay, let me have one book more, — and 
then I have done, — wherein I might see all plants, 
herbs, and trees, that grow upon the earth. 
MBPHisTOPHitiis. Here they be. 

FAUSTua. 0 , thou art deeeived. 

MBPEiSTOEHiLia. Tut, I warrant thee. 

[Turns to them. 


SCENE VI. IN THE HOUSE OE FAUSTUS 

PArrSTua. When I behold the heavens, then I repent, 
And curse thee, wicked Mephistophilis, 

Because thou hast depriv’d me of those joys. 

MI1PHI8T0PHIIJS. Why, Faustus, 

Thinkest thou heaven is such n glorious thing 1 
I tell thee, ’tis not half so fair as thou, 

Or any man that breathes on earth. 

PATTSTpa. How prov’at thou that ? 
mephistophilis. ’Twas made for man, therefore is 
man more excellent. 

PAHSTHS. If it were made for man, ’twas made for 
me ; 

I will renounce this magic and repent. 
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Enttr Good Angol and Evil Angel. 

GOOD ANOHL. FauBtus, repent ; yet God will pity 
thee. 

EVIL ANOiSL. Tliou or-t a spirit; God cannot pity 
tliee. 

BATTSTTia. Who buzzeth in mine ears I am a spirit ? 
Be I a devil, yet God may pity me ; 

Aye, God will pity me, if I repent. 

EVUj ANGEL. Ayo, but Faustua never ahaU repent. 

[Exeunt Angels. 

EAUSTUS. My heart ’s so harden’d, I cannot repent : 
Scarce can I name salvation, faith, or heaven. 

But fearful echoes thunder in mine ears, 

‘ Faustus, thou art damn’d ! ’ Then swords, and knives, 
Poison, guns, halters, and envenom’d steel 
Are laid before me to dispatch myself ; 

And long ere this I should have slain myself. 

Had not sweet pleasure conquer’d deep despair, 
Have not I made blind Homer sing to me 
01 Alexander’s love and Oenon’s death ? 

And hath not he, that built the walls of Thebes 
With ravishing^ sound of his melodious harp, 

Made music with my Mophistophilis 7 
Why should I die, then, or basely despair ? 

I am resolv’d ; Faustus shall ne’er repent. — 

Como, Mephistophilis, let us dispute again, 

And argue of divine astrology. 

Toll mo, aro there many hoavens above the moon 7 
Are all celestial bodies but one globe. 

As is the substance of this centric earth 7 
MEPniSTomnLis. As are the elements, suoh are the 
spheres, 

Mutually folded in each other’s orb. 

And, Faustus, 

All jointly move upon one axletree, 

Whose terminino is term’d the world’s wide pole ; 
Nor are the names of Saturn, Mats, or Jupiter 
Feign’d, but are erring stars. 
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iTAUSTira. But, toll me, have they all one motion, 
both situ et tempore ? 

MBPHiSTOPHiLis. All jointly move from east to west 
in twenty-four hours upon the poles of the world ; but 
diflor in their motion upon the poles of the zodiac. 

BAUSTus. Tush, 

These slender trifles Wagner can dooido : 

Hath Mephistophilis no greater skill ? 

Who knows not the double motion of the planets ? 
The first is finish’d in a natural day ; 

The second thus : as Satmn in thirty years ; Jupiter 
in twelve ; Mars in four ; the Sun, Venus, and Mercury 
in a year ; the Moon in twenty-eight days. Tush, 
these are freshmen’s suppositions. But, tell me, hath 
every sphere a dominion or itUelligentia ? 

MEPHISTOPHILIS. Aye. 

PAUSTHS. How many heavens or spheres are there ? 

MEPHISTOPHILIS, Nino ; the seven planets, the firma- 
ment, and the empyreal heaven. 

FAHSTHS, Well, resolve me in this question : why 
have we not oonjunotions, oppositions, aspects, eclipses, 
all at one time, but in some years we have more, in 
some less ? 

MEPHISTOPHILIS. Per inaequalem motum respectu 
totius. 

FAHSTHS. Well, I am answered. Tell mo who made 
the world ? 

MEPHISTOPHILIS. I wiU not. 

FAHSTHS. Sweet Mephistophilis, tell mo. 

MEPHISTOPHILIS. Move me not, for I will not toll 
thee. 

FAHSTHS. Villain, have I not hound thee to tell me 
any thing ? 

MBPEiSTOPinLis. Aye, that is not against our king- 
dom ; but this is. Think thou on hell, Taustus, for 
thou art damned. 
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Ee-enter Good Angol and Evil Angel. 

GOOD ANOBL. Think, Eaustna, upon God that made 
the -world. 

MBPHiSTOPHiLis. Bememher this. [Exit. 

BADSTUS. Aye, go, accurshd spirit, to ugly hell 1 
’Tis thou hast damn’d distressM Eaustus’ soul. 

Is ’t not too late ? 

E-VIL ANGEL. Too Ule. 

GOOD ANGEL. Novor too late, if Eaustus can repent. 
EVIL ANGEL. If thou repent, de-vils shall tear thee 
in pieces. 

GOOD ANGEL. Eepent, and they shall never raze thy 
skin. [Exmnt Angels. 

EANSTUS. Aye, Christ, my Saviour, 

Seek to save distressed Eaustus’ soul 1 

Enter Luoieeh, Belzebdb, and Mephistophilis. 

LiroiEBR. Christ oannot save thy soul, for he is just 
There ’s none but I have int’rest in the same. 
PAOTTOT. 0, who art thou that look’st so terrible ? 
LUOlEEn. I am Lucifer, 

And this is my companion-prince in hell. 

EA-DSTUa. 0, Eaustus, they are come to fetch away 
thy soul 1 

LXTOIEBB. We come to teU thee thou dost injure us ; 
Thou talk’st of Christ, contrary to thy promise : 

Thou shouldst not think of God : think of the devil, 
And of his dam too. 

EAtrsTGS. Nor -mil I henceforth : pardon me in this. 
And Eaustus vows never to look to heaven, 

Never to name God, or to pray to him. 

To bum his Scriptures, slay his ministers, 

And make my spirits pull his churches down. 

LtroiEBE. Do so, and we will highly gratify thee. 
Eaustus, we are come from hell to show thee some 
pastime : sit down, and thou shalt see all the Seven 
Deadly Sins appear in their proper shapes. 
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PAtrSTtrs. Tliat sight -will be as pleasing nnto me, 
As Paradise was to Adam, the flist day 
Of his creation. 

LUOIMB. Talk not of Paradise nor creation ; bnt 
mark this show : talk of the devil, and nothing else. 
— Come away 1 


Enttr the Seven Deadly Sins. 

Now, Paiistus, examine them of their several names 
and dispositions. 

FAUSTus. What art thou, the first T 
PBiDB. I am Pride. I disdain to have any parents. 
I am like Ovid’s flea ; I can creep into every comer ; 
sometimes, like a perivrig, I sit upon a wench’s brow ; 
or, like a fan of feathers, I kiss her bps. But, fie, what 
a scent is here ! I’ll not speak another word, except 
the ground were perfumed, and covered with cloth of 
arras, 

BAtrsTtrs. What art thou, the second ? 
oovBTOtraNDSS. I am Covetousness ; and, might 
I have my wish, I would desire that this house and all 
the people in it were turned to gold, that I might lock 
you up in my good chest, 0 my sweet gold 1 
XAUSTUS. 'V^at art thou, the third T 
WBATH. I am Wrath. I had neither father nor 
mother ; I leapt out of a lion’s mouth when 1 was 
scarce half-an-hour old ; and ever smoe I have run up 
and down the world with this case of rapiers, wounding 
myself when I had nobody to fight withal, I was born 
in hell ; and look to it, for some of you shall be my 
father. 

BAUSTirs. Wfhat art thou, tlio fourth ? 

EKW. I am Envy, bom of a chimney-sweeper and 
an oyster-wife. I caimot read, and therefore wish all 
books were burnt. I am lean with seeing others eat. 
0, thafi there would come a famine through all the 
world, that all might die, and I live alone ! then thoU 
shouldst see how fat 1 would he. But must thou sit, 
and I stand ? come down, with a vengeance ! 
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FAuaTua. Away, envioua rascal What art thou, 
the fifth ? 

GLUTTONY. Who I, sir ? I am Gluttony. My 
parents arc all dead, and the devil a penny they have 
left me, but a hare pension, and that is thirty meals 
a-day and ten hevevs, — a small trifle to suffice nature. 
O, I come of a royal parentage ! my grandfather was 
a Gammon of Bacon, my grandmother a Hogshead of 
Claret- wine ; my godfathers were these, Peter Piokle- 
herring and Martin Martlemas-beef ; 0, hut my god- 
mother, she was a jolly gentlewoman, and well beloved 
in every good town and city ; her name was Mistress 
Margery Maroh-heer. Now, Eaustus, thou hast heard 
aU my progeny ; wilt thou bid me to supper ? 

FAUSTUS. No, I’ll see thee hanged ; thou wilt eat up 
all my victuals. 

GLUTTONY. Then the devil choke thee ! 

FAUSTUS. Choke thyself, glutton ! — What art thou, 
the sixth ? 

SLOTH. I am Sloth. I was bom on a sunny hank, 
where I have lain ever sinoe ; and you have done me 
great injury to bring me from thence : let me be carried 
thither again by Gluttony and Lechery. I’ll not speak 
another word for a king's ransom. 

FAUSTU3. What are you. Mistress Minx, the seventh 
and last J 

LUOHHBY. Who, I, sir ? The first letter of my name 
begins with Loohery. 

LUOIFBB. Away, to hell, to hell ! [JUxeunt the Sins.] 
Now, Eaustus, how dost thou like this ? 

FAUSTUB. 0, this feeds my soul ! 

LUOIFBB. Tut, Paustns, in hell is aU manner of 
delight. 

FAUSTUS. 0, might I see hell, and return again, 
How happy were I then ! 

LUOIFBB. Thou shall ; I will send for thee at mid- 
night. 

In meantime take this hook ; peruse it throughly. 
And thou shall turn thyself into what shape thou wilf. 

FAUSTUS. Great thanks, mighty Lucifer 1 
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This will I keep as chary as my li£o. 

LtTcmmB, Farewell, Fausfcua, and think on the devil. 
FAUSTUS. Farewell, groat Lucifer. Gome, Mephis- 
tophilis. [Exeunt omwea. 


Enter Chorus. 

CHORUS. Learned Faustus, 

To know the secrets of astronomy 

Graven in the book of Jove’s high fh'mament, 

Did mount himself to scale Olympus’ top, 

Being seated in a chariot burning bright. 

Drawn by the strength of yoky dragons’ necks. 

He now is gone to prove cosmography, 

And, as I guess, wifl first arrive at Eome, 

To see the Pope and manner of his court. 

And take some part of holy Peter’s feast, 

That to this day is highly solemniz’d. [Exit. 


SCENE VII. THE POPE’S PRIVy-CHAMBEK 
Enter Faustus and Mbphistophims. 

FAUSTUS. Having now, my good Mephistophilis, 
Pass’d with delight the stalely town of Trier, 
Environ’d round with airy mountain-tops. 

With walls of flint, and deep-ontronohhd lakes, 

Not to be won by any conquering prince ; 

From Paris next, coasting the realm ot France, 
We saw', the river Maine fall into Ehine, 

Whose banks are set with groves of fruitful vines ; 
Then up \to Naples, rich Oampauia, 

Whose huildiugs fair and gorgeous to the eye, 

The streetsfetraight forth, and pav’d with finest hriok, 
Quarter the, town in four equivalents ; 

There saw we learned Maro’s golden tomb, 

The way he ^ut, an English mile in length, 
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Thorough a rook of stone, in one night’s space ; 
From thenoe to Venice, Padua, and the rest. 

In one of rvhioh a sumptuous temple stands. 

That threats the stars with her aspiring top. 

Thus hitherto hath Faustus spent his time : 

But tell me now what resting-place is this f 
Hast thou, as erst I did command. 

Conducted me within the walls of Konie ? 

MSPHlSTOPHiLia. Faustus, I have ; and, because we 
will not be unprovided, I have taken up his Holiness’ 
privy-ohamber for our use. 

FAUSTUS. I hope his Holiness will bid us welcome. 
MBPHiSTOPHiLls. Tut, ’tis no matter, man ; we’ll be 
bold with his good cheer. 

And now, my Faustus, that thou may’st perceive 
■What Home contameth to delight thee with. 

Know that this city stands upon seven hills 
That underprop the groundwork of the same: 

Just through the midst runs flowing Tiber’s stream, 
With windmg banks that cut it in two parts ; 

Over the which four stately bridges lean, 

That make safe passage to each part of Eoma : 
Upon the bridge call’d Ponte Angelo 
Erected is a castle passing strong, 

Within whose walla such store of oidnance ore, 

And double cannons fram’d of carvM brass, 

As match the days within one cdmplote year ; 
Besides the gates, and high pyramides, 

Wliioh Julius Caesar brought from Africa. 

FAUSTUS. Now, by the kingdoms of infernal rule. 
Of Styx, of Acheron, and the fiery lake 
Of ever-burning Phlogethon, I swear 
That I do long to see the monuments 
And situation of bright-splendent Rome : 

Come, therefore, lot ’s away. 

HEPHisa’OPHius. Nay, Faustus, stay : I know you’d 
fain see the Pope, 

And take some part of holy Peter’s feast, 

Where thou shalt see a troop of bald-pate friaxs, 
Whose aummum honupi is in belly-cheer. 
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pAirgTtrs. Well, I’m content to compass then some 
sport, 

And by their folly make us merriment. 

Then charm me, that I 

May bo invisible, to do what I please, 

Unseen of any whilst I stay in Rome. 

[Mepbistovsiiis charms Mm, 
MEPHisTOPinus. So, Pauatua ; now 
Do what thou wilt, thou shnlt not be discern’d. 

Sovnd a Sonnet. Enter the Popi: and the CAnnrN'AL op 
L oBBArNK to the banquet, with ITriars attending. 

POPE. My Lord of Lorraine, will ’t please you draw 
near ? 

PAuaTtrs. Fall to, and the devil choke you, an you 
spare ! 

POPE. How now ! who ’s that which spake ! — Friars, 
look about. 

PiKST peiae. Here ’s nobody, if it like your Holiness. 
POPE. My lord, here is a dainty dish was sent me 
from the Bishop of Milan. 

PAU STUS. I thank yon, sir. [Snatches the dish. 

POPE. How now ! who ’s that which snatched the 
meat from me ? will no man look ?— My lord, this dish 
was sent me from the Cardinal of Florence. 

PAUSTua. You say true; I’ll ha ’1. [Snatches the dish. 
POPE. What, again ? — ^My lord. I’ll drink to your 
grace. 

PAuSTtrs, I’ll pledge your grace. [Snatches the auf. 
Oaedds'aTv op loeeaihe- My lord, it may be some 
ghost, newly crept out of Purgatory, come to beg a i)ar- 
don of yom' Holiness. 

POPE. It may be so. — Friars, prepare a dirge to lay 
the fury of this ghost- — Onoe again, my lord, fall to. 

[The Pope crosses himself, 
PAtrsTUS. What, are you crossing of yourself 1 
WeU, use that trick no more, I would advise you. 

[The Pope crosses himself again. 
Well, there’s the second time. Aware the third; 
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I give you fair warning. 

{The Pope crosses Juviself again, and PAtrsTtrs hits 
him a box of the ear ; and they all run away. 
Come on, Mopliistopiiilis ; what shall 'we do ? 

MBPinsTOPHiLls. Nay, I know not : we shall be 
cursed with bell, book, and candle. 
eauSTUs. How ! bell, book, and candle, — candle, 
book, and bell, — 

Eorward and backward, to curse Eaustus to hell ! 
Anon you shall hear a hog grunt, a calf bleat, and an 
ass bray, 

Because it is Saint Peter’s holiday. 

Re-enter all the Priars to sing the Dirge. 

ITB3T rniAB. Come, brethren, let ’s about our busi- 
ness with good devotion. 

They sing. 

Cursed be he that stole away his Holiness’ neat from 
the table ! maledioat Dotuinus ! 

Cursed he he that struck his Holiness a blow on the 
face / maledioat Dominus ! 

Cursed be he that look Friar Sandelo a blow on the 
'pate ! maledioat Dominus ! 

Cursed he he that disturbeth our holy dirge / maledioat 
Dominus ! 

Cursed he he that took away his Holiness’ wine ! male- 
dicab Dominus I 

Et omnes Sanoti t Amen ! 
[Mephistophilis and Eaustus beat the Friars 
and fling fireworks among them ; and so exeunt, 

Hnter Chorus. 

CHORUS. When Eaustus had with pleasm'o ta'en the 
view 

Of rarest things, and royal courts of kings. 

He stay’d his course, and so returnM home; 
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Where euoh as bear his absence but 'with grief, 

I mean his friends and near’st companions, 

Did gratulale his safety ■with kind words. 

And in their oonlerence of 'what befell, 

Touching his journey through the world and air, 
They put forth questions of astrology, 

Which JPaustua answer’d with such learned skill 
As they admir’d and wonder’d at his wit. 

Now is his fame spread forth in every land : 
Amongst the rest the Emperor is one, 

Carolus the Fifth, at whose palace now 
Faustus is feasted ’mongst his noblemen. 

What there ho did, in trial of his art, 

I leave untold ; your eyes shall see[’t] perform’d, 

[. 0 . 1 '!^ 


SCENE VTII. NEAR AN INN 

Enter Robin the Oaller, vnih a book in his hand. 

noBiN. 0, this is admirable ! here I ha’ stolen one 
of Doctor Faustus’ conjuring-books, and, i’faith, I mean 
to search some circles for my oivn use. 

Enter Riira, calling Robin. 

BAUPH. Robin, prithee, come away ; there ’s a gen- 
tleman tarries to have his horse, and he would have 
his things rubbed and made clean : he keeps such 
a chafing with my mistress about it ; and she has sent 
me to look thee out ; prithee, come away. 

EOBIN. Keep out, keep out, or else you are blown 
up, you are dismembered, Ralph : keep out, for I am 
about a roaring piece 'of work. 

BAIPH. Come, what doest thou with that same book ? 
thou canst not read ? 

ROBIN, Yes, my master and mistress shall find that 
I can read. 
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EALPH. Why, Robin, what book is that ? 

HOBIK. What hook 1 why, the most intolerable book 
for conjuring that e’er was invented by any brimstone 
devil. 

HALPH. CanRt thou conjure with it ? 

EOBnr. I can do aU these things easily with it ; first, 
I can make thee dnmk with ippoei-as at any tavern in 
Europe lor nothing ; that ’s one of my conjuring works. 

EALPH. Our Master Parson says that ’s nothing. 

EOBIN. True, Ralph ; and more, Ralph, if thou hast 
any mind to Nan Spit, our kitchenmald, — 

EALPH. O, hrave, Robin ! shall I have Nan Spit ? 
On that condition I’ll feed thy devil with horse-bread 
as long as he lives, of free coat. 

EOBnsr. No more, sweet Ralph ; let ’s go and make 
clean out boots, which lie foul upon our hands, and 
then to our conjuring in the devil’s name. [jExeunt. 


SCENE IX. THE SAME 

Enter Robin and Ralph with a silver goblet. 

EOBLN. Come, Ralph : did not I tell thee, we were 
for over made by this Doctor Eaustus’ book ? Ecce, 
signim I hero ’a a simple puroha(Se for horse-keepers ; 
our horses shall eat no bay as loni; as this lasts. 

EALPH. But, Robin, hero comes the Vintner. 
EOBIN. Hush ! I’ll gull him supernaturally. 

I 

Enter Vintner. 

Drawer, I hope all is paid ; Gcd be with you ! — Come, 
Ralph. 

VINTNEE. Soft, sir ; a woiu with you. I must yet 
have a goblet paid from yomiere you go. 

EOBIN. I a goblet, Ralph, Pa goblet ! — I scorn you ; 
and you are but a, &o. I a goblet 1 search ms. 

VACST 
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viNTNEE. I meaia so, sir, witli your favour. 

[Searches Robin. 

EOEiir. How say you now ? 

vrNTNBB. I must say somewhat to your follow.— 
You, sir ! 

EALPS. Me, sir ! me, sir ! search your fill. [Vintner 
searches N ow, sir, you may be ashamed to burden 

honest men witli a matter of truth. 

VTOTBE. Well, tone of you hath this goblet about 
you. 

EALPH. You lie, drawer, ’tis afore me [Aside ]. — 
Sirrah you, I’ll teach you to impeach honest men ; — 
stand by ; — I’ll scour you for a goblet ; — stand aside 
you had beat, I charge yon in the name of Belzebub. 
—Look to the goblot, Ralph [Aside to Ralph]. 

VTNTNBE. What mean yon, sirrah ? 

EOBiN. I’ll tell you what I mean. [Reads from a booh] 
Sanctobtdorum Periplirasticon — ^nay, I’ll tickle you, 
Vintner. — Look to the goblet, Ralph [Aside to Ralph]. 
— [Reads] Polypragmos BcUebotams framanto pacostiphos 
tdstu, MephistophUis, dec. 

Enter MEPHtsTOPHiLis, seta squibs at their bachs, 
and then exit. They run about. 

viNTNHK. O, nomine Domine ! what meanest thou 
Robin ? thou hast no goblet. 

EALPH. Peccatum peccaiorwm /—Here ’s thy goblot, 
good Vintner. [Gfues the goblet to Vintner, who exit. 

EOBIH. Misericordia pro nobis / what shall I do ? 
Good devil, forgive me now, and I’ll never rob thy 
library more. 


Pe-enter Mephistophilis. 

MEPmsTOPHiEis. Monarch of hell , under whose black 
survey , 

Great potentates do Icnieel with awful fear, 

Upon whose altars thoMand souls do lie, 

How am I vexSd with these villains’ charms ! 
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From Constantinople am I hither come, 

Only for pleasure of tlieao damnM slaves. 

ROBiir. IIow, from Constantinople ! yon have had 
a great journey ; will you lake sixpence in your purse 
to pay for your supper, and be gnno ? 

irBrJTKTOPHil.rs. IFeil, viiiains, fotyour presumption, 
T transform thee into an apo, and thee into a dog ; and 
so be gone. [Ei.il. 

BOBIN. How, into iin ape ! that ’a brave : I’ll have 
fine sport with the boys ; I’ll get nuts and apples enow. 

BALPn. And I must be a dog. 

EOBlN. I’ faith, thy head will never bo out of the 
pottage-pot. r Kxaunt. 


SCENE X 

THE EMPEROR’S COURT AT INNSBRUCK 

Enter Empecok, EAirsTrrs, and a Knight, with Atten- 
dants, among whom MiiPi.9TOi>imii,is. 

EMPBEOB. Master Doctor Eaustus, I have heard 
strange report of thy knowledge in the black art, how 
that iiono in my empire nor in the whole world can 
compare with thee for the rare effects of magic ; they 
say thou hast a familiar spirit, by whom thou canirt 
accomplish what thou list. 'This, therefore, is my 
request, that thou let me seo some proof of thy skill, 
that mine eyes may bo witnesses to coniirm what mine 
ears have heard reported : and here I swear to thee, 
by the honour of mine impei'ial crown, that, whatever 
thou docst, thou shalt be no ways piejudiced or 
endamaged, 

KHTQHT. I’ faith, he looks much like a conjurer. 

[Aside. 

jrATTSTus. My gracious sovereign, though I must 
confess myself far inferior to the report men have pub- 
lished, and nothing answerable to the honour of your 
imperial maje.sty, yet, for that love and duty binds me 
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thereunto, I am content to do whatsoever your majesty 
shall command mo. 

EMPBROE. Then, Doctor Faustns, mark what I shall 
say. 

As I was sometime solitary set 
Within my closet, sundry thoughts arose 
About the honour of mine ancestors, 

How they had won by prowe3.s such exploits. 

Got such riches, subdued so many kingdoms, 

As we that do succeed, or they that shall 
Hereafter possess our throne, shall 
(I fear me) ne’er attain to that degree 
Of high renown and great authority : 

Amongst which kings is Alexander the Great, 

Chief spectacle of the world’s pre-ommenoe, 

The bright shining of whose glorious acts 
Lightens the world with his redacting beams, 

As when I hear but motion made ol him, 

It grieves my soul I never saw the man : 

If, therefore, thou, by cunning of thme art, 

Canst raise this man from hollow vaults below, 
Where lies entomb’d this famous conqueror, 

And bring with him his beauteous paramour, 

Both in thoit right shapes, gesture, and attire 
They us’d to wear during thoir time of life, 

Thou shalt both satisfy my just desire, 

And give mo cause to praise tlieo whilst I live. 

fAUSTD-s. My gracious lord, 1 am ready to accom- 
plish your request, so far forth as liy art and power of 
my spirit I am able to perform. 

ENIGHT. r faith, that ’s just nothing at all. [Aside. 

PAtrSTtrs. But, if it like your graoo, it is not in my 
ability to present before your eyes the true substantial 
bodies of those deceased princes, which long since ai’e 
consumed to dust. 

KNiQHT. Aye, marry. Master Doctor, now there ’s 
a sign of grace in you, when you will confess the truth. 

[Aside. 

rAVSVUa. But such, spirits as can lively resemble 
Alexander and his paramoiir shall appear before your 
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graoB, in tliafc manner that they both lived in, in their 
moat flourishing estate ; which I doubt not shall auffl- 
ciently content your imperial majesty. 

EimuKOE. Go to, Master Doctor ; let mo soo them 
presently. 

KOTCtim Do you hear. Master Doctor ? you bring 
Alexander ond his paiamour befoie the Emperor ! 

EATrsTtrs. How then, sir ? 

KNIGHT, r faith, that ’s os true as Diana turned mo 
to a stag. 

EAtrsTus. No. sir ; but, when Aotaeon died, be left 
the horns for you.— Mejihistophilis, be gone. 

{Exit Mni-HiSTOPnius. 

KNIGHT. Nay, an you go to conjuring. I’ll be gone. 

[ Emt. 

pahstus. I’ll meet with you anon for interrupting 
me so. — Here they are, my gracious lord. 

Ee-enter Mephistothilts with Spirits in the shapes of 
Alexander and Ms Paramour. 

EMPEROR. Master Doctor, I heard this lady, while 
she lived, had a wart or molo in her neck : how shall 
I know whether it be so or no ? 

EATJSTtJS. Your highness may boldly go and see. 

EMPEROR. Sure, these are no spirits, but the true 
substantial bodies of those two deceased princes. 

[Exeunt Spirits. 

EAUSTHS. Will ’t please your highness now to send 
for the knight that was so pleasant with mo here of 
late 7 

EMPEROR. One of you call him forth. [.BHi! Attendant. 

Ee-enier the Knight with a pair of horns un Jiis head. 

How now, sir knight ! Peel on thy head. 

KNIGHT. Thou damned wretch and execrable dog. 
Bred in the concave of some monstrous rook, 

How dar’st thou thus abuse a gentleman ? 

Villain, I say, undo what thou hast dona 1 

EATTSTRS, 0, not so fast, sir ! there ’s no haste : but. 
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good, £tre you rememborcd how you croaaod mo in my 
oonference wiUi the Emperor ? I think I have met 
with you for it. 

EMPEEOB. Good Master Doctor, at my entreaty 
release him : he hath done penanoe sufficient. 

fAXTSTUs. My gracious lord, not so much for the 
injury he offered me here in your presence, as to delight 
you rvith some mirth, hath Faustus worthily requited 
this injurious Imight ; which being all I desire, I am 
content to release him of his horns ; — and, sir knight, 
hereafter apeak well of scholars. — Mephistophilis, trans- 
form him straight. [Mephistophilis removes the. horns.'] 
— ^Now, my good lord, having done my duty, I humbly 
take my leave. 

UMPHHOE. Farewell, Master Doctor : yet, ere you go, 
Expect from me a bounteous reward. 

[Exeunt Empbeob, Knight, and Attendants. 


SCENE XI 

A GREEN; AFl’ERWAEDS THE HOUSE OF 
FAUSTOS 

EATiSTtrs. Now,’ Mephistophilis, the restless course 
That time doth run with calm and silent foot, 
Short’ning my days and thread of vital life, 

Calls for the payment of my latest years : 

Therefore, sweet Mephistophilis, let us 
Make haste to Wittenberg. 

mephistophilis. What, will you go on horse-hack 
or on foot ? 

PAHSTirs. Nay, till I’m past this fair and pleasant 
green. I’ll walk on foot. 

Enter a Horse-courser. 

HOBSE-OOHESEH. I have been all this day seeking 
one Master Fustian : mass, see where he is ! — God save 
you, Master Doctor ! 

EAHSTHS. What, horse-OQurser 1 you are well met. 
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HORSii-couasEli. Do you hear, sir ? I have brought 
you forty dollars for your horse. 

FATJSTUS. I cannot sell him so. If thou likest him 
for fifty, take him. 

HOKSE-ooTTBSEn. Alas, sir, I have no more ! — I pray 
you speak for me. 

MEPMSTorHiLis. I pray you, let him have him : he 
is an honest fellow, and he has a great charge, neither 
wife nor child. 

EAUSTTJS. Well, come-, give me your money [Horse- 
courser gives Eaustus the money] : my hoy will deliver 
him to you. But I must tell you one thing before you 
have him ; ride him not into the water, at any hand. 

HOESE-OOUKSEE. Why, sh-, will he not drink of all 
waters ? 

EAUSTUS. 0, yes, he will drink of aU waters ; hut 
ride him not into the water ; ride him over hedge or 
ditch, or where thou wilt, but not into the water. 

noBSE-couRSBit. Well, sir. — Now am I made man for 
ever : I’ll not leave my horse for forty : if he had but 
the quality of hey-ding-ding, hey-ding-ding, I’d make 
a bravo living on him : ho has a buttock as sHok as on 
eel [Aside]. — Well, God b’wi’ye sir : your hoy will 
deliver him me : hut, hark ye, sir ; if my horse he sick 
or ill at case, vou’E tell me what it is ? 

EAUSTas. Away, you villain ! what, dost think I am 
a horse-doctor ? [Exit Ilotse-oourser. 

What art thou, Faustus, but a mau condemn’d to die ? 
Thy fatal time doth draw to final end ; 

Despair doth drive distrust unto my thoughts : 
Confound these passions with a quiet sleep : 

Tush, Christ did call the thief upon the Cross ; 

Then rest thee, Eaustus, quiet in conceit. 

[Slee-ps in his chair. 

Re-enter Horse-courser, all wet, crying, 

HOBSE-OOT 7 ESEB. Alas, alas ! Doctor Eustian, 
quotha ? mass. Doctor Lopus was never such a doctor : 
has given me a purgation, has purged me of forty 
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dollars ; I shall never see them move. Bui yot, like 
an ass as I ■was, I would not be ruled by him, for he 
bade me 1 should ride him into no water : now I, 
thinking my horse had had some rare quality that ho 
would not have had me known of, I, like a venturous 
youth, rid liim into the deep pond at tho town’s end. 

I was no sooner in the middle of the pond, but my horse 
vanished away, and I sat upon a bottle of hay, never 
so near drowning in my life. But I’ll seek out my 
doctor, and have my forty dollars again, or I’ll make 
it tho dearest horse ! — 0, yonder is his snipper-snapper. 
— Do you hear ? you, hoypass, where ’s your master ? 

MKPHisTOPHius. Why, Sir, what would you ? you 
cannot speak with him. 

HOESE-OOTJBS'EB. But I will Speak with him. 
truPHisTOPHirwis. Why, ho ’s fast asleep : come some 
other time. 

HOESB-OO'CJBSEB. I’ll Bpeak with him now, or I’U 
break his glass-windows about his ears. 

MEPmsTorniLis. I tell thee, ho has not slept this 
eight nights. 

HOESE-COTIESBB. An he have not slept this eight 
weeks, I’U speak with him. 

MEPHiSTOPniLis. Seo, where he is, fa.st asleop. 
noESE-coTJESEB. Aye, this is ho.— God save yo, 
Master Doctor, Master Doctor, Master Dootoi Bustlan ! 
forty dollars, forty dollnrs for a bottle of hay ! 

MEPHisTOPlnLia. Why, thou scost ho hears thee not. 
noBSE-coijESEE. So-lio, ho I so-ho, ho ! fffoUa’s in 
his ear.] No, will you not wako f I’ll make you wake 
ere I go. [Pulls IT AtrsTtrs hy the leg, and pvUs it away.] 
Alas, I am undone ! what shall I do ? 

eAustus. 0, my leg, my leg 1 — Help, Mephistophilis 1 
call the officers ! — My leg, my leg ! 

MBpmsTOPim.TS. Como, villain, to tho constable. 
HOBSE-COtmsBB. 0 Lord, sh, let me go, and I’U 
give you forty doUars more ! 

MEFBiSTOP'Hiiis. Where be they ? 
hoB3B“Cotiesbb. 1 have none about me : come to 
my ostry, and I’U give them you. 
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HEPHiSTonmis. Be gone quickly. 

[Horac-oourser runs away. 

FAUSTUS. Wkat, is he gone ? farewell he ! Baustus 
has Ilia leg again, and Iho Horae-courser, I take it, 
a bottle of hay for hia labour: well, this trick shall 
cost him forty dollars more. 


Unter Waoneb. 

How now, Wagner 1 what ’s the nows with thee 1 
WACWIin. Sir, the Duke of Vanholt doth earnestly 
entreat your company. 

PATTSTtrs. The Duke of Vanholt ! an honourable 
gentleman, to whom I must be no niggard of my 
cunning. — Come, Mephistophilis, let ’a away to him. 

lExPtmi. 


SCENE XTI 

THE COURT OF THE DUKE OF VANHOLT 

Enter the Duke op Vaitholt, the Duchess, and 
Faustus. 

DUKB OP VANHOLT. Believe me, Master Doctor, this 
meiTimout hath much pleased me. 

PAUSTUS. My gracious lord, I am glad it contents 
you so well. — But it may be, madam, you take no 
delight in this. I have heard that women do long for 
some dainties or other : what is it, madam ? tell me 
and you shall have it. 

DUortEsa OP vanholt. Thanks, good Master Doctors 
and, for I see your oourleous intent to pleasure me, 
I will not hide from yon the thing nw heart desires ; 
and, were it now summer, as it is January and the 
dead time of the winter, 1 would desire no better meat 
than a dish of ripe grapes. 

PAUSTUS. Alas, madam, that ’s nothing ! — Mephis- 
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topliilis, bo gone. [Exit MEPTilSTOPHiiiiR.] Were it 
a greater thing than this, so it would content you, you 
should have it. 


Re-enter Mephistopiiius with giapes. 

Here they be, madam : AviU ’t please you taste on 
them ? 

dukh op vanholt. Believe me. Master Doctor, this 
makes me wonder above the rest, that being in the dead 
time of winter and in the month of January, how you 
should come by these grapes. 

PAUSTTJS. If it like your grace, the year is divided 
into two circles over the whole world, that, when it is 
here winter with us, in the contrary circle it is 
summer with them, as in India, Saba, and farther 
countries in the east ; and by means of a swift spirit 
that I have, I had them brought hither, as ye see.— 
How do you like them, madam ? he they good ? 

DbOHESS OP VANHOLT. Believe mo. Master Doctor, 
they be the best grapes that e’er I tasted in my life 
before. 

FAUSTUS. I am glad they content you so, madam. 

uuKia OP VANiiOLT. Como, madam, let us in, where 
you must well reward this learned man for the groat 
kindness ho hath showed to you. 

nuoHisss OF VANHOUT. And so I will, my lord ; and, 
whilst 1 live, rest hoholdmg tor this courtesy. 

FAUSTUS. I humbly thank your grace. 

DUKE OF VANHOLT. Oomc, Mastoi' Doctor, follow us, 
and receive your reward. [Mxeunt. 
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A ROOM IN THE HOUSE OE FAUST US 
Enter Wagner. 

WAGNEB. I think my master means to die shortly, 
For he liath given to me all his goods ; 

And yet, mothinketh. if that death ■were near. 

He would not "banquet, and carouse, and swill 
Amongst the students, as even now he doth, 

"Who are at supper with such beUy-ohoer 
As Wagner ne’er beheld in all his life. 

See, where they come ! belike the feast is ended. 

Etiter Faustus with two or three Scholars, and 
MEPmsTOPinus. 

EUisT SCHOLAR. Master Doctor Faustus, sinoo our 
conference about fair ladies, which was the boautifuTst 
in all tho world, we have determined with ourselves 
that Helen of Greece was the admirahlest lady that 
ever lived : therefore. Master Doctor, if you wih do ua 
that favour, aa to let ua see that peerless dame of 
Greeco, whom all the world admires for majesty, we 
should think ourselves much beholding unto you. 
EAxrsTus. Gonllemon, 

For that 1 know your friendship is rmfeign’d. 

And Famslaa’ custom is not to deny 

The just requests of those that wish him well. 

You shall behold that peerless dame of Greece, 

No otherways for pomp and majesty 

Than when Sir Paris cross’d the seas with her, 

And brought the spoils to rich Dardania. 

Be silent, then, for danger is in words. 

iMicsic sounds, and HsiaiN passefh over the stage. 
SECOND SOHOLAB. Too simple is my wit to tell her 
praise, 

Whom all the world admires for majesty. 

THIRD scROLAB. No marvel though the angry Greeks 
pursu’d 
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With ten years’ war the rape of such a queen, 
Whose heavenly beauty passoth all oompni'c. 

FiBST soHfiLAB. Since wo have seen tho pride of 
Nature’s works, 

And only paragon of excellenoo, 

Let us depart ; and for this glorious deed 
Happy and blest be Faust, us evermore ! 

VAtrsTtrs. Gentlemen, farewell : the same I wifli to 
you. [JSxeunt Scholars and Waonisb. 

Enter an Old Man. 

OLD MAN. Ah, Doctor Fanatua, that I might prevail 
To guide thy steps unto the way of life, 

By which .sweet path thou may’at attain the goal 
That shall conduct tbeo to celestial rest 1 
Break hearl,, drop blood, and mingle it with tears, 
Tears falling from repentant heaviness 
Of tliy most vile and loathsome filthiness, 

The stench whereof corrupts the inward soul 
With saoh fiagitioua orime.s of heinous sins 
As no commiseration may expel. 

But mercy, Faustns, of thy Saviour sweet, 

Whose blood alono must wash away thy guilt. 
rAirsTxra. Whoro art thou, Faustus ? wretch, what 
hast thou done ? 

Damn’d art thou, Faustus, damn’d ; despair and. die I 
Hell calls for right, and with a roaring voioo 
Says, ‘ Failatua, come ; thino hour is almost come ’ j 
And Faustu!^ now will oomo to do thoo right. 

\ [MEPTUSToraiLis gives Mm a dagger. 
OLD ivLUs-. 1^, stay, good Faustus, slay thy desperate 
steps ! y 

I Bee an angoh hovers o’er thy head, 

And, with a vi.al lull of precious grace. 

Offers to pour the same into thy soul: 

Then call for m\eroj', and avoid despair. 

fADSTua. Ah,\my sweet friend, I feel 
Thy words to ooinfort my diatro,SBNl soul 1 
Leave me a whiles to ponder on my sins. 
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OLD MAN. I go, sweet Eausfcus ; but with heavy 
cheer, 

Fearing the ruin of thy hopeless soul. [Exit. 

FADSTrs. Aooursed Paustus, where is mercy now ? 
I do repent ; and yet I do despair : 

Hell strives wjth grace for conquest in my breast: 
What shall I do to shun the snares of death ? 
mbphtstofhius. Thou traitor, Paustus, I arrest thy 
soul 

For disobedience to my sovereign lord: 

Bevolt, or I’ll in piece-meal tear thy flesh. 

FATrsxus. Sweet Mephistophilis, entreat thy lord 
To pardon my unjust presumption, 

And with my blood again I will confirm 
My former vow I made to Lucifer. 

MJjrHiSTOPHiLT.s. Do it, then, quickly, with unfeignM 
heart, 

Lest greater danger do attend thy drift. 

[Faustits utabs his mm, and writes cm a paper 
with Ibis blood. 

PAUSTUS. Torment, sweet friend, that base and 
crooked age, 

That durst dissuade me from thy Lucifer, 

With greatest torments that our hell allords. 
MMPniHTOPiTiLis. His faith is great ; I cannot touch 
his soul ; 

But what I may afflict liis body with 
I will attemiit, which is but little worth. 

PAUSTUS. One thing, good servant, let me crave of 
thee, 

To glut the longing of my heart’s desire, — 

That I might have unto my paramour 
That heavenly Helen which I saw of late, 

Whose sweet 'embracings may extinguish clean 
These thoughts that do dissuade mo from my vov/, 

And keep mine oath I made to Lucifer. 

MBPHiSTOPUius. Faustus, this, QP what else thou 
slialt desire, 

Shah be perform’d in twinkling of an eye. 
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Re-enter TruLHiT. 

TTACTSTtrs. Was Uiis the lace that launch’d a thousand 
ships, 

And burnt the topless towers of Ilium ? — 

Sweet nelen, make me immortal with a kiss. — ■ 

lK^ssps her. 

Her lips suck forth my soul : see whore it flees ! — ■ 
Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again. 

Here will I dwell, for heaven w in these bps. 

And all is dross that is not Helena. 

I will he Paris, and for love of thee, 

Instead of Troy, shall Wittenberg he sack’d 
And I will combat with weak Menclaus, 

And wear thy colours on my plumM crest ; 

Yes, I will wound Achilles m the heel, 

And then return to Helen for a kiss. 

0, thou art fairer than the evening air 
Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars ; 

Brighter art thou than flaming Jupiter 
\nien he appear'd to hapless Semele ; 

More .ovoly than the monarch of the sky 
In wanton AreUiusa’a assur’d arms : 

And none but thou shalt bo my paramour ! [Exeunt, 

Enter the Old Man. 

OLD MiH. Accursed Faustus, miserable man, 

That from thy soul excluds’t the grace of heaven. 
And fly’st the throne of his tribunal-seat ! 

Enter Devils. 

Satan begins to sift mo with his pride : 

As in this furnace God shall try my faith, 

My faith, vile hel5, shall triumph over thee. 
Ambitious fiends, see how the heavens smile 
At your repulse, ond laugh your state to scorn 1 
Hence, heU 1 for hecoe I fly unto my God. 

[Exeunt, — on one side Deyils, on the other Old 
Man. 
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Ente,r Eaxtstus, loitk Scholara. 

IPATJSTTJS. Ah, gentlemen ! 

nnsT SOHOLAB. What ails Eaustas ? 

BATrsTUS. ilh, my sweet ohamber-fellovv, had I lived 
with thoe, then had I Uved still ! hnt now I the otemally. 
]jOok, oomoa he not ? comes he not ? 

SBGOira soiionAB. What means Eauatus ? 

THEBD acHOLAB. Beliko ho is grown into some sick- 
ness by beuig over-sohtary. 

T'msT SOHOLAB. If it be SO, we’ll have physicians to 
cure him.— ’Tis but a surfeit ; never fear, man. 

t'AnsTcrs, A surfeit of deadly sin, that hath damned 
both body and soul. 

siacoND senoLAB. Yet, Faustus, look up to heaven ; 
romember God’s mercies are infin ite. 

I'Atr.STCTS. But Faustus’ offence can ne’er be par- 
doned : the serpent that tempted Eve may be saved, 
but not Faustus. Ah, gentlemen, hear me with 
patlonoo, and tremble not at my speeches ! Though 
my heart pants and quivers to romember that I have 
been a student here these thirty years, 0. would I had 
never seen Wittenberg, never read book! and what 
wondeis I have done, all Germany can witness, yea, all 
the world ; for which Faustas hath lost both Germany 
and the world, yea, heaven itself, heaven, the seat of 
God, the throne of the blessed, the kingdom of joy ; 
and mu.st remain in hell for ever, — ^hell, ah, hell, foe 
ever ! Sweet friends, what shall become of Faustus, 
being in hell for ever ? 

THUffi SOHOLAB. Yet, Faustus, call on God. 

rAtrsTos. On God, whom Faustus hath abjured ! 
on God, whom Fanstns hath blasphemed ! Ah, my 
God, I would weep ! but the devil draws in my tears. 
Gush forth blood, instead of tears ! yea, life and soul — 
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0, he atays my tongue ! I would lift up my hands ; 
but see, they hold thorn, they hold them ! 

Aix. Who, Faustua ? 

FAUSTua. Lucifer and MephistophiKs. Ah, gentle- 
men, I gave them my soul for my cunuiug ! 

ALL. God forbid ! 

JTATJSTUS. God forbade it, indeed ; but Paustus hath 
done it ; for rain plea-sure of twenty-four years hath 
Paustus lost eternal joy and felicity, I writ them a hill 
with mine own blood : the date is expired ; the time 
will come, and he wiU fetch me. 

masT soholab. Why did not Paustus tell us of this 
before, that dmnes might have prayed for thee ? 

FATJSTUS Oft have I thought to have done so ; but 
the devil threatened to teat me in pieces, if I named 
God, to fetch both body and soul, if I once gave ear to 
divinity: and now ’tis too late. Gentlemen, away, 
lest you perish with me. 

SECOND SCHOLAB, O, what shaU we do to save 
Paustus ? 

PAtrsTtis. Talk not of me, but save yourselves, and 
depart. 

THIHD SCHOLAB. Qod Will strengthen me j 1 mil 
stay with Paustus. 

EiBST acnOLAE. Tempt not Qod, sweet friend ; but 
let us into the next room, and there pray foi him. 

EArrsTus, Aye, pray for me, pray for me j and what 
noise soever ye hear, come not unto me, for nothuig 
can rescue mo. 

SECOND sonoLAK. Pray thou, and wo will pray that 
God may have mercy upon thee. 

EAtxsTUS. Gentlemen, farewoU if I live till morning, 
I’ll visit you ; if not, Paustus is gone to hell, 

ALL, Paustus, farewell. 

^Jj/xeunt Scholars. — The cloak strikes eleven, 

EAusxus. Ah, Paustus, 

Now hast thou but one bate hour to live, 

Ati4 thendhou must be damn’d perpetually! 

Stand iStiU, you ever-moving spheres of heaven, 
iThat hitue may* cease, and midnight never come ; 
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Eair Nature’s eye, rise, rise again, and make 
Perpetual day ; or let tlris hour be but 
A year, a moirtb, a week, a natural day, 

That Paustua may repent and save hia soul ! 

0 lenie, Imle cuuite, noclis equi ! 

The stars move still, time nms, the clock will strike, 
The devil will come, and Faustus must be damn’d. 
O, I’ll leap up to my God ! — ^Wlio pulls me down ? — 
See, see, where Christ’s blood streams in the firmament ! 
One drop would save my soul, half a drop : ah, my 
Christ ! — 

Ah, rend not my heart for naming of my Christ ! 
Yet will I call on him : 0, spare me, Lucifer ! — 
TOiere is it now ? ’tis gone : and see, where God 
Stretcheth out hia arm, and bends his ireful brows ! 
Mountains and hills, come, come, and fall on me, 
And hide me from tho heavy wrath of God 1 
No, no ! 

Then will I headlong run into the earth ; 

Earth, gape 1 0, no. it will not harbour me ! 

You stars that reign’d at my nativity, 

Whoso influonoe hath allotted death and hell. 

Now draw up Faustus, Irke a foggy mist, 

Into the entrails of yon lah’ring clouds, 

Tliat, when you vomit forth into the air. 

My limbs may issue from your smoky mouths, 
iSo that my soul may but ascend to heaven ! 

[The clock strikes the half-hour. 
Ah, half the hour is postl ’twill all bo past anon. 

O God, 

If tliou wilt not have mercy on my soul, 

Yet for Christ’s sake, whose blood hath ransom’d me. 
Impose some end to my incessant pain ; 

Let Faustus live in hell a thousand years, 

A hundred tliousand, and at last bo sav’d I 
O, no end is limited to damntd souls ! 

Why Wert thou not a creature wanting soul ^ 

Or why is this immortal that thou hast ? 

Ah, P^hagoraa’ metempsychosis, were that true, 
This soul should fly from me, and I be chang’d 

I’Aus'r B 
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Unto some brutish boast ! all beasts are happy, 

Por, when they die. 

Their souls are soon dissolv’d in elements ; 

But mine must live still to be plagu’d in hell. 

Curs’d be the parents that engender’d mo ! 

No, Paustus, curse thyself, ourse Lucifer 
That hath depriv’d thee of the joys of heaven. 

[Tha dock si) ikes (wdve. 

0, it strikes, it strikes ! Now, body, turn to air, 

Or Lucifer iviU bear thee quick to hell ! 

[Thunder and lightning, 
0 soul, bo chang’d into little water-drops, 

And fall into the ocean, ne’er be found ! 

Enter Devils. 

My God, my God, look not so fierce on me ! 

Adders and serpents, let me breathe a while 1 
Ugly hell, gap© not ! come not, Lucifer 1 
I'll bum my books ! — ^Ah, Mephistophilis ! 

[Exetint Devils with Paustus, 

Enter Chorus. 

CEOBUS. Cut is tho branch that might have groivn 
full straight, 

And burniid is Apollo’s laurel-bough, 

That sometime grow within this learned man. 
Paustus la gone : regard his hellish fall. 

Whose fiendful fortune may exhort the wise. 

Only to wonder at unlawful things, 

’^ose deepness doth entice such forward wits 
To practise more than heavenly power permits, 

[Exit 

Terminal hora diem ; terminal vmelor opus. 
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Again, in deepening beauty, ye float near, 

Eorms, dimly imaged m the days gone by — 
la that old fancy to the heart still dear ? 

To that old spell will j'a again reply ? 

Ye tlirong before my view, divinely clear, 
bike sunbeams conquering a cloudy sky ! 

Then have me at your will ! My bosom bums, 
Magic is breathing — youth and joy returns I 

Pictures you bring with you of happy years. 

Loved shades of other days are rising fast. 
Pirst-loVo with early Friendship reappears 
Like half remembered legends of the past. 

Wounds blood anew ; — ^tho Plaint pursues with tears 
The wanderer through life’s lahyrinthine waste; 
And names the Good, already past away. 

Cheated, alas ! of half hfe’a bttlo day. 

But, ah ! they caimot hear my closing song, 

Those hearts, for whom its earlier notes were tried ! 
Departed is, alas ■ Hie friendly throng. 

And dumb the echoes all, that first roplicd.!. 

If some still live this stranger world among, 

Fortune hath scattered them at distance wide ; 

To man unknown my giiefs 1 now impart, 

Whose very praises leave me sick at heart. 
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Again it oomea ! a long nnwonted feeling — 

A wish for -that calm solemn spirit-land ; 

My wavering song lisps faint, like murmnrs, stealing 
O’er Aeol’s liarp by varying breezes fanned. 
Tears follow tears, my weaknesses revealing, 

And silent shudders show a beait unmanned ; 
What is, in the far distance seems to be, 

The Past, the Past alone is true to me. 
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PRELUDE AT THE THEATRE 

Manageb. Dramatic Poet. Mr. Merrymaw 

Mauageb. My two good friends, on whom I have 
depended, 

At all tunes to assist me and advise ; 

Aid your old fiiend once more — to-night he tries 
(And greatly fears the fate that may attend it) 

Eor German lands a novel enterprise. 

To please the public I am most desirous ; 

‘ Lave and let live,’ has ever been their maxim. 
Gladly they pay the taflo that we tax ’em. 

And gratitude should with new zeal mspire us. 

Our temporary theatre ’s erected. 

Planks laid, posts raised, and something is expected. 
Already have the audience ta’cn their station, 

With eyebrows lifted up m expectation ; 

Thoughtful and tranqud all — with hopes excited. 
Disposed to he amused — amazed — delighted ! 

I know the people’s taste — their whims — caprices, 
Oould always get up popular new pieces ; 

But never liave I been before so harassed 
As now~so thoroughly perplext, embarrassed ! 
Every one reads so much of everything : 

'The hooks they read are not the best, ’tis truei 
But then they are for ever reading — readmg 1 
This being so, how can we hope to hrmg 
Anything out, that shall he good and new ? 

‘VlTiat chance of now as formerly sucooeding ? 
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How I doliglifc to SOB the paoplo stiiving 
To foioo their way mto our crowded bootli, 

Honring along, and fighting, nnil and tooth, 

Digging with, olbowa, through the passago driving, 
As if it weiQ St. Petal’') gate, and leading 
To something more desirablo than Edon , 

Dong bofoie ronn, while daylight’s strong as ever. 
All liuirying to the box of the reoeivei, 

Breakmg then necks for tickets — thrusting — jammmg, 
As at a baker’s door in tima of famine ! 


On man so various in their disposition. 

So different m manners — ^rank — condition ; 

How 13 a miracle like this effected ’ 

The poet — he alone is the magician 
On thee, my friend, wo call — horn thoo expect it 
roET Oh, tall mo not of the tumultuous crowd. 
My powers desert me m the noisy throng ; 

Hide, hide horn mo the multitude, whoso loud 
And dizzy wlinl would hurry mo along 
Against my will ; and lead me to some lone 
And silent vale — some scone m fairy land, 

There only will the poet’s heait expand. 

Surrendered to the impulses of song. 

Lost m delicious visions of its mvn, 

Whoro Love and Friendship o’er the heart at rest 
Watch through the flowmg houis, and we aro 
blest 1 

Thoughts by the soul conceived m silent joy. 
Sounds often muttered by the timid voice. 

Tried by the nice ear, dolioato of choice. 

Till we at last are pleased, or self-deceived, 

The whole a rabble’s madness may destroy ; 

And this, when, after toil of many years, 

Touched and retouched, the perfect piece appears 
Tp challenge praise, or wm imconsoious team, 
•MVjilip,yam heart too easily believed; 

„sp.asi;khpg, shawy thing, got up m haste, 
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Brilliant and light, ■vviU oatoh the passing taste. 

The truly gioat, the genuine, the sublime 
Wm Its alow way m silence , and the baid. 
Unnoticed long, receives from after lime 
The imporjshabla wreath, his best, his sole rewaid ' 
MR MiSBByinAW. Enough of this cold cant of future ages. 
And men hoieafter doting on youi pages , 

To prattle thus of othei times is pleasant, 

And all the while neglect our own, the rmssENT. 
Why, what if I too — Mister Mciijcnan— 

In my vocation acted on your plan 1 
If on the unborn we squander our e'^ertion, 

Wlio will supply the livmg with diversion I 
And, clamour as you, authors, may about it. 

They want amusement — will not go without it , 

Just look at mo, a fine young dashing follow — 

My very face works wonders, let me tell you , 

— Now my way, for yoiii guidance I may mention— 
Please but youiself, and feel no appiohonsion 
U'he crowd will share the feelings of the poet, 

The praise he seeks they hborally bestow it ; 

The more that come, the bettei for the wiitcr ; 
Each flash of wit la farther felt — seems blighter, 

And every little point appreciated, 

By some one in the oirole over-iatod, 

All is above its value estimated • 

Tako courage then, — come — now for a chef d’avvre — 
To make a name — to live and hvo for over — ' 

Call Eah'O'jt up, with her attendant tioop, 

Be\sow and Jtogbjient, Passion, MmANCHonv, 
Wit, PErjANO, and among the choral group. 

Do not forget the little darling, Eolli ' 

MANAGEE But abovo all, give them enough of action; 
He who gives moat, will give most satisfaction; 
They come to see a show — ^no work .whatever. 

Unless it be a show, can wm their favour , 

'I ben, as they wish it, let them gape and stale , — 
Crowd scene on soene— enough and still to spare. 

A show IS what they want , they love and pay for it ; 
Spite of its serious parts, sit through a play for itj 
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And he who gives one is a certain I'avoiu’ito ; 

Would you please many, you must give good measure ; 
Then each finds sometliing in ’t to yield him pleasure ; 
The more you give, the greater sure your clianoe is 
To please, by yaiying scenes, such various fancies. 
The mteiGSt of a piece, no doubt, increases 
Divided thus, and broken into pieces. 

We want a dish to hit the common taste ; 

'Then hash it up and serve it out in haste ! 

And, for my part, methinks it little matteis : 
'Though you may call your work a finished whole, 
'The public soon vill tear this whole to tatters. 

And but on piecemeal parts their praises dole. 

POET. You eannot think how very moan a task, 
How humbling to the genuine aitisM mind. 

To furnish such a drama as you ask : 

The poor pretender’s bungling tricks, I find. 

Ate now established as the rules of trade, — 

Receipts — by which successful plays are made ! 

maptaqeb. Such an objection is of little weight 
Against my reasoning. If a person chooses 
To work effectively, no doubt ho uses 
'Hie instrument that’s most appropriate. 

Your play may — for your audience — be too good j— 
Coarse lumpish logs are they of clumsy wood — 
Blocks — ^with the hatchet only to bo hewed !~- 
One comes to drive away ennui or spleen ; 

Another, with o’erloaded paunph from table ; 

A third, than all the rest less iolorablo, 

From readmg a review or magazine. 

Hither all haste, anticipate delight, 

As to a Masque, desire each face illuming. 

And each, some novel character assuming, 

Place for awhile their own half out of sight. 

Thb ladies, too. tricked out in brilliant gear, 
Them.S6lves ambitious actresses appear, 

And, though unpaid, are still performers here. 

What do you dream, in your poetic pride ? 

Think you a full house can be satished 
',^d every auditor ah ardent cheerer ? 
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Pray, only look at them a little nearer ; 

One half are cold spectators, inattentive ; 

The other dead to every fine incentive ; 

One fellovr ’s thinking of a game of cards ; 

One on a ivild night of intoxication: 

Why court for such a set the kind regards 
Of the coy Muse — her highest fascination ? 

I toll thee only, give enough — enough ; 

Still more and more — ^no matter of ■what stuff, 

You cannot go astray ; let all your views 
Be only for the moment to amuse, 

To keep them in amazement or distraction ; 

Man IS incapable of satisfaction. 

Why, what affects you thus — is ’t inspiration ? 

A reverie ? — oh ! can it bo vexation ? 

POET. Co, and elsewhere gome fitter servant 
find; 

Wliat ! shall the poet squander then away, 

Eor thy poor purposes, himself, his mind, 

Profane the gift, which Nature, -when she gave 
To him, to him entiasted for mankind, 

— Their birthright — thy poor bidding to obey. 

And sink into an humble tiading slave I 
Whence is his power all human hearts to 'win, 

And why can nothing his proud march oppose. 

As through all elements the conqueror goes ! 

Oh, is it not the harmony within. 

The music, that hath for its dwelling-place 
His own rich soul ? — the heart that can receive 
Again into itself, again embrace 
The ■world it clothed with beauty and bade live ? 
With unregarding hand when Nature tlirows 
Upon the spindle the dull length of thread, 

That on, atUl on, in weary sameness flows, 

When all things, that in unison agreeing. 

Should join to form the happy web of Being 
Arc tangled in inextricable strife; 

Who can awake the blank monotony 
To measured order 7 Who upon the dead 
Unthinking chaos breathe the charm of life. 
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Bcatore tho disaonant to haxmony, 

And bid tlio jauing individual bo 
A chord, that, m tho general conaoerntlon, 

Bears part with all m muaical relation ? 

Who to tho tompost’e lago can give a voice 
Like human pasaion ? bid tho seiions mmd 
Glow with tho colouring of tho sunset horns 7 
Who in tho deal path scatter spring’s Hist flowers/ 
Wdien wanders foi th tho lady of Ins choice ? 

Who of tho valueless green leaves can bind 
A wreath— the artist’s proudest ornament — 

Or, round the oonquenng hero’s brow entwined 
Tho boat reward his country can present 1 
Whose voice is fame 7 who' gives ns to inherit 
Olympus, and tho loved Elysian field ? 

The soul of MAH sublimed — man’s soarmg spirit 
Seon m the pout, gloriously revealed. 

MU. MEEUYMiAH, A poct yet should legulate bis 
fancies, 

Liko that of life should get up his romances j 
First a chance meeting — then tho young folk tarry 
Together — toy and tiille, sigh and marry, 

Aic linldd for over, soaiooly half intending it, 

Once met — ’tis fixed— no changing and no mending it. 
Thus a romanoo runs : foitune, then rovorsos ; 
Eepture, thou coldness; bridal dresses — hearses; 

The lady dying — letters from tho lover, 

Aud, ere you thmk of it, tho thing is over. 

'Shift your scenes lapidly j write fast and gaily. 
Give, m your play, the life Wo witness daily ; 

’Tlio life which all men live, yet few men notice. 

Yet which will please (’tis very strange, hut so ’tis), 
Will please, when foiood agam on their attention, 
More than the wonders of remote invention ; 
Olmmicrmgs of truth — calm sentiment — smart stlio- 
turea — 

i^Ahtors m hustle — clouds of moving pictures— 

'The young will crowd to see a work, revealing 

S I pwn hearts to themselves ; in sohtu40 
‘^eftst on the lomemboied visions—stealmg 



PRELUDE A,T THE THEATRE Cl 

For frenzied passion its voluptuous food : 

Unbidden siniica and tears nneonsoious start. 

For oh ! the secrets of the poet’s art, 

Wliat arc they but the dreams of the young heart ? 
Oh 1 ’tis the young enjoy the poet’s mood,' 

Float with him on imagmation’s wing, 

Think all hia thoughts, are his in everything, 

Are, while they dream not of it, all they see: 

Youth — ^youth is the true time for sympathy. 

This is the sort of drink to take the town ; 

Flavour it to their taste, they gulp it down. 

Your true admirer is the generous spirit. 

Unformed, unspoiled, he feels all kindred merit 
As if of hia own being it were part, 

And growing with the growth of his own heart ; 
Feels gratitude, because he ieels that truth 
Is taught him by the poet — this is Youth ; 

Nothing can please your grotoa ones, they’re so knowing, 
And no one thanks the poet but the growing. 

POET. Give me, oh ! give me hack the days 
When I — I too — was young — 

And felt, as they now feel, each coming hour 
New consciousness of power. 

Oh happy, haiipy time, above all praise ! 

Then Noughts on thoughts and crowding fancies spmngt 
And found a language in unbidden lays ; 
Uniutermitted streams from fountains ever flowing. 
Then, as I wander’d free, 

In every field, for me 
Its thousand flowers wore blowing ! 

A veil through which I did not see, 

A thin veil o’er the world was thrown 
In every hud a mystery ; 

Magic in everything unknown: — 

The fields, the grove, the air was haunted, 

And all that age has disenchanted. 

Yes ! give me — give me back the days of youth, 
Poor, yet how rich ! — ^my glad inheritance 
The inextinguishable love of truth, 

Wljile life’s realities were all romance— 
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Give me, oli ! give yoTitti’s passions un confined, 

The rush of joy that felt almost like pain. 

Its hate, its love, its own tumultuous mind 
Give me my youth again ! 

MR. MBBBXMAir. Why, my dear friend, for youth 
thus Sigh and prattle, 

’Twould be a very good thing in a battle ; 

Or on your arm if a fine girl were leaning. 

Then, I admit, the wish would have some meaning ; 
In running for a bet, to clear the distance, 

A young man’s sinews would be some assistance ; 

Or if, after a danoo, a man was thinking 
Of roelmg out the night m glorious drinking ; 

But you have only among chords, well known 
Of the familiar harp, with graceful finger 
Breely to stray at largo, or fondly linger, 

Courting some wandering fancies of your own ; 
While, with oaprioious wmdings and delays. 
Loitering, or lost hi an enchanted maze 
Of sweet sounds, the rich melody, at will 
Gliding, here rests, here indolently strays, 

Is ever free, yet evermore obeys 

The hidden guide, that journeys with it still. 

This is, old gentleman, your occupation. 

Nor think that it makes less our veneration. 

^ Age,’ says the song, ' the faculties bewildering. 
Renders men childish ’ — no ! it finds them chil- 
dren. 

MAj?AQBB. Come, come, no more of this absurd 
inventory 

Of flattering phrases — courteous — complimentary. 

? ou both lose time in words unneooasary, 
laying with language thus at fetch and carry; 
Think not of tunmg now or preparation. 

Strike up, my boy — ^no feat — ^no hesitation. 

Till you commence no chance of inspiration. 

But once assume the poet — then the fire 
^om heaven will come to kindle and inspire. 
jStrbng drink is what we want to gull the people, 
hearty, brisk, an4 animating tipple; 
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Como, come, no more delay, no more exousea, 

The stuff we ask you for, at once produce us. 

Lose this day loitermg — be the same story 
To-moriow — and the next more dilatory ; 

Then indecision biings its own delays. 

And days are lost lamenting o’er lost clays. 

Are you in earnest ? seize this very minute — 

What you can do, or dienm you can, begin it. 
Boldness has genius, power, and magic in it. 

Only engage, and then the mind grows heated — 
Begin it, and the work will be completed ! 

You know our German bards, like hold adventurers, 
Bring out whate’er they please, and laugh at oensurers, 
Then do not think to-day of sparing scenery — 
Command enough of dresses and machinery ; 

Use as you please — file, water, thunder, levin — 

The greater and the lesser lights of heaven. 
Squander away the stars at your free pleasure, 

And build up rooks and mountains without measure. 
Of birds and beasts we’ve plenty here to lavish, 
Come, east away all apprehensions slavish — 

Strut, on our narrow stage, with lofty stature, 

As movmg through the circle of wide nature. 

With swiftest speed, in calm thought weighing well 
Each movement — move from HEAV33S through Eakth 
to HELt. 
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PEOLOGDE IN HEAVEN 
Thk Lokd, the Heavenly Hosts, afterwards 

MEPHISTOrilELES. 

TJia til) ee Arcbangela come forward. 

BAtHABL. The sun, as in the ancient days, 

’Mong sister stars in rival song. 

His destined path observes, obeys, 

And still in thunder rolls along : 

New strength and full beatitude 
The angels gather from his sight, 

Mysterious all — yet all is good, 

All fair as at the birth of light ! 

gabbibl. Swift, unimaginably swift, 

Soft spins the earth, and glories bn^it 
Of mid-day Eden change and shift ’♦> 

To shades of deep and spectral night. 

The v?icd sea foams — ^waves leap an^^',iltioan. 

And elude the roolcs with insult hoarhe, 

And wave and rook are hurried on, " 

And suns and stars in endless course. 
moHAEL. And winds with winds mad war main- 
tain, 

Erom Sea to land, from land to sea ; 

And heave round earth, a living chain 
Of interwoven agenoy. — 

Guides of the bursting thunder-peal. 

Past lightnings flash with deadly ray, 

While, Lord, with Tliee thy servants feel, 

,’Oahn effluence of abiding day. 

, ' Ale. New strength and fuU beatitude 
ij'The angels gather from thy sight ; 

:j,|feterious all, yet all is good, 

>li^^‘fsiir,as. at the birth of hght. 



PEOLOGUE m HEAVEN 65 

MErmsTOPHELiss. Since Thou, 0 Lord, doat visit ua 
once more. 

To ask how ihinga are going on, and sines 
You have received me kindly heretofore, 

I venture to the levee of my prince, 
pardon me, if I fail, after the sorb 
Of bending courtiers here, to pay my court; 

The company is far too fine for me, 

They smile with scorn such folk in heaven to see. 
High hymns and aolemn words are not my forte. 
Pathos from me would look too like n joke ; 

Words, that from others had sot angels weeping, 

To laughter would your very self provoke, 

Tt laughter were not wholly out of keeping. 

Nothing of suns or worlds have I to aay, 

I only see how men fret out their day ; 

The little god of earth is still the aama 
Strangs thmg he was, when first to life he came ; 
Tliat life were somewhat better, if the light 
Of Heaven had not been given to spoil him quite. 
Eeason he calls it — see its blessed frait. 

Than the brute beast man is a beastlier brute ; 

He seems to mo, if I may venture on 

Such a comparison, to be like one 

Of those long lank-legged grasshoppers, whoso song 

The self-same creak, chirps, as they hound along, 

Monotonous and restless in the grass, 

’Tworo well ’twas in grass always ; but, alas. 

They thrust their snouts in every filth they pass. 

imB nOBP. Hast thou no more than this to say, 
Thou, who oomplaiaest every day J 
Are all things evil in thy sight 7 
Does nothing on the earth move right ? 
MurHiSToPHELES. Not anything, iny lord— poor 
men so fervent 

And foolish are — almost feel compassion. 

TUB LORD. Dost thou know Pattst ? 
MBphistophekes. The doctor ? 

THE LORD. Yes 1 my servant. 

Mi:PHJSToinn!r.ES, Truly, ho servos in a peouUar 
fashion ; 

rAUBv B 
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Child thoiigh ho ho of human birth. 

His food and drink aro not of earth. 

Foolish — oven he at times will feel 
The folly in such hopes to deal : — 

His fancies hurry him afar ; 

Of heaven he asks its highest star ; 

Self-willed and spoiled, in mad pursuit. 

Of earth demands its fairest fruit ; 

And all that both can give supplied. 

Behold him still unsatisfied ! 

THE LOBD. Yes: for he serves in a perplexing scene, 
That oit misleads him- Still his wili. is right ; 

Soon cornea the time to lead him into light 
Now is the first prophetic green, 

The hopes and promises of spring, 

The unformed bud and blossoming ; 

And he who reared the tree and knows the olime 
Will seek and find fair fruit in fitting time. 
ausimsTOPHELES. Wliat will you wager yon don’t 
lose him yet, 

With all his promise ? Had I only freedom 
On my own path with easy lure to lead him, 

I’ve not a douht of it I win the bet. 

THE LOBD. As long as on the earth endures his life 
To deal with him have full and free permission ; 
Man’s hour on earth is weakness, error, strife. 
MEPinsTOPiiELES. OKeeiiiilly Y agree to the condi- 
tion ; 

I have no fancy for the dead: your youth, 

With full fresh cheeks, tastes daintier to my tooth, 
Should a oQipse caU, the answer at my house 
la, ‘ Not at home.’ My play is cat and mousct' 
the LOBD. Be it permitted : from his source divert 
And draw this Spirit captive down with thee ; 

Till baffled and in shame thou dost admit, 

4A good man, clouded though his senses bo 
’iMteror, is no willing sHvo to it.’ 

HSff'jhonsciousness of good, will it desert 
’JliS&od man ?— yea:, even in his darkest horns 
SilJ,’' filth ho ifYarhiyith aiid the'Hov^tra; 
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Of Darlcness ; — for tho ligEt he camiob see 
SUll round him feels ; — and, it he be not free, 
Struggles agamat this strange captivity. 
MEPHiSTOi"HELEs. Aye ! feelings that have no 
abiding — 

Short struggles — Give him to my guiding — 

I cannot have a doubt about the bet. 

Oh ! in what triumph shall I orow at winning ! 
Dust he shall eat, and eat ivith pleasure yet. 

Like that first SNAKE m my poor heraldry, 

Who has been eating it fioin the beginnmg. 

THE LORD. Heie too take your own course — you arc 
quite free 

In tbe concern, — with anything but loathing 
I look on folk like you. My work demands 
Such servants. Of the Spiiita of Denial 
The pleasantest, that figures in Man’s Trial, 

Is Old Iniquity in his Pool’s clothing ; 

The Vice is never heavy upon hands ; 

Without the Knave the Mystery were nothing. 

Eor Man’s activity soon tires 
(A lazy being at the best). 

And sting and spur requnes. 

In indolent enjoyment Mon would live. 

And this companion, whom I therefore give, 

Goads, urges, chives — ia devil and cannot rest. 

But ye, pme sons of God, bo yours the sight 
Of Beauty, each hour brighter and more bright ! 

The Life, in aU around, below, above 
That ever lives and works — the Infinite 
Enfold you in the happy bonds of love ! 

And all that flows unfixed and undefined 
In glimmering phantasy before the mind, 

Bid Thought’s enduring chain for ever bind ! 

[Heaven elosea. (The archangels disperse. 
KEPHisTOpHELBS (fllono). I’m very glad to have it 
in my power 

To see him now and then ; he ia so civil : 

I rather like out good old governor — 

!I)l}ink only of his speaking to the devil ! 
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TISIE, NIGHT 

Scene . — A Mgh-arc7ied, nariow. Gothic ckamb&r. 
Naust at his desk — restless. 

EAEST, Alas ! I have explored 
Philosophy, and Law, and Sfedioine ; 

And over deep Divinity have pored. 

Studying with ardent and laborious zeal ; 

And here I am at last, a very fool, 

Witli useless learning cursed. 

No wiser than at first ! 

Here am I — boast and wonder of the school; 
Magister, Doctor, and I lead 
These ten years past, my pupils’ creed ; 
Winding, by dexterous words, with ease, 

Their opinions as I please. 

And now to feel that nothing can be known ! 
This is a thought that burns into my heart. 

I have been more aouto than all these triflers, 
Doctors and authors, priests, philosophers ; 
Have sounded all the depths of every science. 
ScrujilGS, or the perplexity of doubt, 

Torment me not, nor fears of hell or devil. 
But I have lost all peace of mind : 

Whato’er 1 knew, or thought I knew, 

Seems now unmeaning or untrue. 

The fancy too has died away. 

The hope, that I might, in my day, 

Instniot, and elevate mankind. 

Thus robbed of learning’s only pleasure. 
Without dominion, rank, or treasure. 

Without one joy that earth can give, 

Ooirld dog — were I a dog — so live 1 
Therefore to magic, with severe 
And patient toil, have I applied. 

Despairing of all other guide, 

Ths/f ft'ojn some Spirit 1 might he^r 
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Deep truths, to others unrevealed, 

And mysteries from mankmd sealed ; 

And never more, -with shame of heart. 

Teach things, of which I know no part. 

Oh, for a glance into tho earth ! 

To see helow its dark foundations, 

Life’s embryo seeds before their birth 
And Nature’s silent operations. 

Thus end at once this vexing fever 
Of words — mere words — ^repeated ever. 

Beautiful Moon ! — Ah ! would llxat now. 

For the last time, thy lovely beams 
Shone on my troubled brow ! 

Oft by this desk, at middle night, 

I have sat gazing for thy light. 

Wearied with search, through volumes endless, 

1 Sate ’mong papers — crowded books, 

Alone — when thou, friend of the friendless, 
earnest smiling in, with soothing looks. 

Oh, that upon some headland height 
1 now were wandering in thy light I 
Floating with Spirits, like a shadow, 

Round m'ountain-oave, o’er twrlight meadow; 

And from the toil of thought relieved. 

No longer sickened and deceived. 

In thy soft dow could bathe, and find 
Tranquillity and health of mind, 

Alas ! and am I in tho gloom 
Still of this cursed dungeon room ? 

Where even heaven’s light, so beautiful, 

Through tho stained glass comes thick and dull ; 
’Mong volumes heaped from floor to ceiling, 

Scrolls with hook-worms through them stealing ; 
Dreary walls, where dusty paper 
Bears deep stains of smoky vapour ; 

Glasses, instruments, all lumber 
Of this kind the place encumber ; 

All a man of learning gathers, 

All bequeathed mo by my fathers. 
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Cvuoililcs from yoara iindaied. 

Chairs of structure antiquated. 

Are in strange confusion hurled ! 

Here, Faustua, is thy world — a world ! 

Still dost thou ask, why in thy breast 
The sick heart flutters ill at rest ? 

Why a dull sense of suffering 
Deadens life’s current at the spring ? 

From living nature thou hast fled 
To dwell ’mong fragments of the dead ; 

And for the lovely scenes which Heaven 
Hath made man for, to man hath given ; 

Hast chosen to pore o’er mouldering bones 
Of brute and human skeletons ! 

Away — away and far away ! 

This book, where secret spells are scanned. 

Traced by Nostradah’s own hand, 

Will be thy strength and stay : 

The couises of the stars to thee 

No longer are a mystery j 

The thoughts of Nature thou oanst seek. 

As Spirits with their brothers speak. 

It is, it IS the planet hour 

Of thy own being ; light, and power, 

And fervour to the soul are given. 

As j)roudl,v it ascends its heaven. 

To ponder here, o’er spells and signs. 

Symbolic letters, circles, lines ; 

And from their actual use refrain, 

Were time and labour lost in vain : 

Then ye, whom I feel floating near mo, 

' Spirits, answer, ye who hear me ! 

ISe opens the look, and lighit upon the Sigp, of 
Maoeocosmus. 

Ha ! what new life divine, intense, 

F^looda in a moment every sense; 

I feel the dawn of youth again, 

[feithjg each glowing vein ! 

it a ;gad~a god who wrote these signs ? 
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Hie tumults of my soul are stilled. 

My Tvithei’ed heait with rapture filled: 

In Tirtuo of the magic lines, 

The secret powers that nature mould, 

Their essence and their acts unfold — 

Am I a god ? — Can mortal sight 
Enjoy, endure this hurst of light ? 

How clear these silent characters ! 

AH Nature present to my view. 

And each creative act of hers — 

And is the glorious vision true 1 

The wise man’s words at length are plain, 

Whose sense so long I sought in vain : 

‘ The Worklo of Spirits no Clouds conoeale { 

Man’s Eyo is dim, it cannot see. 

Man’s Heart is dead, it cannot feele. 

Thou, who wouldst knowe the Things that be, 
The Heart of Earth in the Sunrise red, 

Bathe, till its Stains of Earth are fled.’ 

[He looks over the sign aUentively. 

Oh ! how the spell before my sight 
Brings Nature’s hidden ways to light : 

See ! all things with each other blending — 

Each to all its being lending — 

All on each in turn depending — 

Heavenly ministers descending — 

And again to heaven up-tendmg — 

Bloating, mingling, interweaving — 

Rising, sinking, and receiving 
Each from each, while each is giving 
On to each, and each relieving 
Each, the pails of gold, the living 
Current through the air is heaving ; 

Breathing blessings, see them bending. 

Balanced worlds from change defending, 

'tVhile every where diffused is harmony unending ! 

Oh ! what a vision — ^but a vision only ! 

Can heart of man embrace 
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IllimitaWe Nature ? 

Foualaia of life, foith-weliing ; 

Tho eame in every place ; 

That dost support and cheer 

Wide heaven, and teeming earth, and every oreaturo 
That hath therein its dwelling. 

Oh ! could the blighted soul but feel thee near 1 
To thee stiU turns the withered heart. 

To thee the spirit, scared and lonely, 

Childlike, would seek the sweet restorative ; 

On thy maternal bosom feed and hve. 

I ask a solace thou dost not impart ; 

The food I hunger for thou dost not give ! 

[He turns over the leaves of the book impaiienthj, 
till Ms eye tests on the sign of the Spirit op thb 
Earth. 

How differently this sign affects my frame ! 

Spirit of Earth ! my natuie is tho same. 

Or near akin to thine ! 

How fearlessly I read this sign ! 

And feel oven now new powers are mine ; 

While my brain burns, as though with wine ; 

Give me the agitated strife. 

The madness of the world of life ; 

I feel within my soul the birth 
Of strength, enaflfihg me to bear. 

And thoughts, impelling me to share 
The fortunes, good or evil, of the Earth ; 

To battle with tho Tempest’s breath. 

Or plunge where Shipwreck grinds his teeth, 

AH around grows cold and cloudy, 

The moon withdraws her ray ; 

The lamp’s loose flame is shivering. 

It fades, it dies away. 

fta 1 round my hrow what sparkles ruddy 

In trembling bght are Quivering ? 

4nd, to and fro, 

Stresam sheets of flame, in fearful play. 
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Eolled and unrolled. 

In crimson fold. 

They float and flow ! 

Prom the vaulted space above, 

A shuddering horror seems to move 
Down, — doivn upon me creeps and seines 
The life’s blood, in its grasp that freezes ; 

’Tis thou — I feel thee, Shbit, near. 

Thou hast heard the spell, and thou 
Art hovering around me now; 

Spirit ! to my sight appear, 

IIow my heart is torn in sunder — 

All my thoughts convulsed with wondor — 

Every faculty and feeling 
Strained to welcome thy revealing. 

Spirit, my heart, my heait is given to thee, 

Though death may be the price, I cannot choose hut see I 
[He grasps ihe book, and pronounces the sign of 
the Sheit mysteriously ; a red flame is seen 
playing about, and in the flame the Spieit. 

SPiEiT. Who calls me 1 

TAXS&T {averting Ms face). Eorm of horror, hence •’ 
SPIEIT, Hither from my distant sphere. 

Thou hast compelled me to appear ; 

Hast sucked me down, and dragged me thence, 
With importuning violence ; 

And now — 

i-AUST. I shudder, overpowered with fear. 

SPIBIT. Panting, praying to look on me, 

Bly voice to listen, my face to see. 

Thy soul’s strong mandate bends mo down to thee. 
Hero am I — here and now, what fear 
Seizes thee ? — thee — the more than Man 7 

Wliere the strong soul, that could dare 
Summon Us, Spirits 7 Where 
The soul, that could conceive, and plan, 

Yea, and create its world; whose pride 
Tire hounds which limit Man defied, 

HeEved with high sense of inborn powers, 
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Nor feared lo mete its strength with ours. 

Where art thou, Faust ? and, wore the accents thine. 
That rang to me ? the soul that pressed itself to mine ? 
Art thou the same, whose senses thus are shattered, 
Whose very being m my breath is scattered 
Shuddering thro’ all life’s depths — poor writhing worm ! 

PAUST. Creature of Flame, shall I grow pale before 
, thee ? 

I am he, I called thee, I am Faust, thy Equal 1 

SPIRIT. In the currents of life, in the tempests of 
motion. 

In the fervour of act, in the fire, in the storm. 
Hither and thither. 

Over and under. 

Wend I and wander. 

Birth and the grave 
Limitless ocean, 

Where the restless wave 
Undulates ever. 

Under and over 
Their seething strife, 

Heaidng and weaving 
The changes of hfe. 

At the whuring loom of Time unawed, 

1 work the living mantle of God. 

PAtrsT. Sivift Spii'it, that ever round the wide world 
heaveat ! 

How near I feel to thee ! 

SPIRIT. Man, thou art as the Spirit, whom thou 
coneeivest. 

Not ME. [Vanishes. 

Faust (overpowered with confusion). Not thee ! 
Whom then ? I ! image of the Deity ! 

And not even such as thee ! [A Tmoek. 

’S death, ’tis this pupil lad of mine — 

He comes my airy guests to banish. 

This elevating converse dread. 

These visions, dazzlingly outspread 
Jlefqre my senses, all will vanish 
At the formal felloVs tread i 
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lUnter Waoneb in, ?tis dressing-gown and night- 
cap — a lamp in his hand. Faust turns round, 
displeased. 

WAGNEE. Forgive me, but I tbouglit you -^vere 
declaiming. 

Been reciitmg some Greek Tragedy, no doubt ; 

I Wish, to improve myself in this same art ; 

'Tis a most useful one. I’ve heard it said. 

An actor might give lessons to a priest. 

EAUST. Yes 1 when your priest ’a an actor, as may 
happen. 

■WAGNEE, Oh 1 if a man shuts himself up for ever 
In his dull study ; if one sees the world 
Never, unless on some chance holiday. 

Looks at it from a distance, through a telescope, 
How can we loam to sway the minds of men 
By eloquence ? to rule them, or persuade ? 

EAUST. If feeling does not prompt, in vain you 
strive ; 

If from the soul the language does not come. 

By its own impulse, to impel the hearts 
Of heaieis, with communicated power. 

In vain you strive — in vain you study earnestly. 
Toil on for ever ; piece together fragments ; 

Cook up your broken scraps of eentenooSj 
And blow, with puffing breath, a struggling light, 
Glimmering confusedly now, now cold in ashes ; 
Startle the .school-boys with your metaphors ; 

And, if such food may suit your appetite, 

Win the vain wonder of applauding children ! 

But never hope to stir the hearts of men, 

And mould the souls of many into one, 

By words which come not native from the heart ! 
WAanEE. Expebssion, graceful utterance, is the 
first 

And best acquirement of the orator. 

This do I feel, and feel my want of it ! 

KATOT, Be honest, if you would be eloquent ; 
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Be not a chiming fool with cap and Bella ; 

Keason and gonuma feeling want no arts 
Of utterance — ask no toil of elocution ; 

And when you are in earnest, do you need 
A aeaioh for woida ? Oh ! these fine holiday phrases. 
In which you robe your worn-out commonplaces, 
These sorapa of paper which you crimp and curl. 
And twist into a thousand idle shapes. 

These filigree ornaments are good for nothing, 

Cost time and pains, please few, impose on no one ; 
Are unrefreshmg, as the wind that whistles, 

In autumn, ’mong the dry and wrinkled leaves. 

WAQJIBK. The search of knowledge is a weary one, 
.And life how short ! Ars longa. Vita hrevia / 

How often have the heart and bram, o’er-tasked. 
Shrunk back despairing from inquiries vain ! 

Oh ! with what difficulty are the moans 
Acquired, that load us to the springs of knowledge ! 
And when the path is found, ere we have trod 
Half the long way — poor wretches ! we must die ! 

p.iO'ST. Are mouldy records, then, the lioly springs, 
Whose healing waters still the thirst ivithin ? 

Oh ! never yet hath mortal drunk 
A draught restorative. 

That welled not fiom the depths of his own soul ! 

WAONEB. Pardon me — but you will at least confess 
That ’tis delightful to transfuse yourself 
Into the spirit of the ages past ; 

To see how wise men thought in olden time. 

And how far wo outstep their march in knowledge.' 

EAtrsT. Oh yes ! as far as from the earth to heaven ( 
To us, my friend, the times that are gone by 
Are a mysteiious book, sealed with seven seals : 
That which you call the spirit of ages past 
la hut, in truth, the spirit of some few authors 
In which those ages are beheld reflected, 

With what distortion strango heaven only knows. 
Oh ! often, what a toilsome thing it is, 

Thia study of thine, at the first glance we fly it. 

A mass of things confusedly heaped together; 
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A luml)or-roDin of dusty documents, 

Furnislisd with all appioved eoui’t-preoedents, 

And old traditional maxims ! History ! 

Facts dramatized say rather — action — plot — 
Sentiment, everything the writer’s own. 

As it best lits tlie web-work of his story, 

With here and there a solitary fact 
Of oonsequenco, by those grave chroniclers. 

Pointed with many a moral apophthegm. 

And wise old saws, learned at the puppet-shows. 
WAGNDB. But then the world, m an’s heart and mind, 
are things 

Of which ’twere well that each man had some know- 
ledge. 

FAUST. Why yes ! — they call it knowledge. Who 
may dare 

To name things hy their real names ? The few 
Wlio did know somethmg, and were weak enough 
To expose their hearts unguaided — to expose 
Their views and feelings to the eyes of men. 

They have been nailed to crosses — thrown to flames. 
Pardon me ; but ’tis very late, my fiiend ; 

Too late to hold this conversation longer. 

WAONER. How willingly would I tit up for 'Over, 
Thus to converse with you so learnedly. 

To-morrow, as a boon on Easter-day, 

You mutt peimifc me a few questions more; 

I have been diligent in all my studios ; 

Given my whole heart and time to the pursuit ; 
And I know much, but would know everything. 

FATJ-ST (oione), How hope abandons not the hum- 
blest mind ! 

Poor lad ! he clings to learning’s poorest forms. 
Delves eagerly for fancied gold to find 
Worms — dust ; is happy among dust and worms ! 

Man’s voice, and such a man’s, and did it dare 
Breathe round me here, where Spirits thronged the air ? 
And yot, poor humble creature that thou art, 

How dp I thank thee from my very heart E 
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When my aonties sank beneath 
Despair, and sought roliel in death : 

When life within me dymg shivered, 

' Thy presence from the trance delivered. 

Oh, while I stood before that giant stature, 

How dwarfed I felt beneath its nobler nature I 

Image of God 1 I thought that I had been 
Sublimed from earth, no more a child of clay, 
That, shining gloriously with Heaven’s own day, 

I had beheld Truth’s conntenanoe sereni’. 

High above cherubs— above all that serve, 

Raised up immeasurably — every nerve 
Of Nature’s life seemed animate with mine ; 

Her very veins with blood fiom my veins filled — 
Her spirit moving as my spirit willed ; 

Then did I in creations of my own 
(Oh, is not man in everything divine !) 

Build worlds — or bidding them no longer be — 
Exert, enjoy a sense of deity — 

Doomed for such dreams presumptuous to atone ; 
All by one word of thunder overthrown ! 

Sph'it, I may not mete myself with thee ! 

True, I compelled thee to appear, 

But had no power to hold thee here. 

Oh ! in that rapturous moment how I felt — ' 

How little and how great ! and thus to bo 
With savage scorn fiercely flung back upon 
lljie lot to mortals dealt, 

And its uncertainties ! again the prey 
Of deep disquietude ! ivitb none 
To guide mo on my way. 

Or show me what to shun ! 

Hhat im;^ul9e goads mo on — shall I obey ? 

Alas ! ’tis not our sufferings alone, 

But even our acts obstruct us and delay 
Our life’s free flow. 

To what man’s spirit conceives 
’Of purest, best, some foreign growth stiE cleaves. 
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We seize ■what, this ■world gives of good, and deem 
All Bctier a deception and a dream. 

High feelings, that, in, us to life gave birth, 

Are numbed and ■wither in the coil of earth. 

Ho-w boldly, in the days of youthful Hope, 
Imagination spreads her -wings unchecked, 

Deeming all things within her ample soopc, 

To the Eteknal ! and ho^w small a space 
Suffices her when Eortune flees apace, 

And all wo loved in life’s strange whirl is wrecked ! 
Deep in the breast Care builds her nest, 

Rooks restlessly and scares away all rest. 

Some secret sorrow still the envious one 
Keens stirring at till peace and joy are gone. 

Each day she maslcs her in some new disguise, 

Each day with some new trick the temper tries, 
la House and Homestead, Child and Wife, 

Eire, Water, Poison, Dagger-loufe. 

Evils that never come disquiet thee, 

E^vermoro mourning losses not to bo ! 

I am not like the gods. No ! no ! I tremble,’ 
Eeoling impressed upon my mind the thought. 

Of the mean worm whose natui'e I resemble, 

’Tis dust, and lives in dust, and the chance tread 
Crushes the -wretched reptile into nought. 

Is this not dust in which I live ? 

This prison-place, what can it give 
Of life or comfort ? wheresoe’er 
The sick eye turns, it sees one tier — 

Along the blank high wall — of shelves 
And gloomy volumes, which themselves 
Are dust and lumber ; and the scrolls 
That oiwd the hundred pigeon-holes 
And crevioes of that old case — 

That darkens and confines the spaco 
Already but too small-"’mong these 
What can life ha but a disease ? 
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Here lioused in duat, ■with, grub and moth, 

1 aickon — ^mind and body both. 

— Shall I find here tho cure I ask, 

Eesume the cdifymg task 
Of reading, in a thousand pages, 

That onre-wom man haa, m all ages. 

Sowed Vanity to reap Despair ? 

That one, mayhap, has here and thero 
Been leas unhappy J 

Hollo'w Skull, 

I almost fancy I divine 
A meaning in thy spectral smile. 

Saith it not that thy brain, like mine, 

Still loved, and sought the Beautiful ; 

Loved Truth for Trath’a o-wn sake ; and sought, 
Eegatdlesa of aught else the -while, 

Like mine, the light of cloudless day^ — 

And, in unsatisfying thought 
Bjf twilight glimmers led astray, 

Like mine at length sank over-wrought ? 

Everything fails me — everythmg — 

These instruments, do they not aU 
Mock me ? lathe, cylinder, and ring. 

And oog and wheel — in vain I call 
On you for aid, ye keys of Science, 

I stand before the guarded door 
Of Nature ; hut it bids defiance 
To latch or -ward : in vain I prove 
Your po'wers — the strong bolts -will not move. 
Mysterious, in tho blaze of day, 

Nature pursues her tranquil -way: 

The veil she wears, if hand profane 
Should seek to raise, it seeks m vain. 

Though from her spirit thine receives, 

When hushed it hstens and behaves, 

Secrets — ^revealed, else vainly sought, 

Her free gift when man questions not,— 

Think not with levers or With screws 
To wring them out if she refuse. 
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Old Fuiniturc! — cumbious and mean ! 

It is not, baa not ever been 
Of use to me — wby here ? because 
My father’s furniture it 11183 ! 

— Old Roll ; and here it still remains, 

And soiled mth smoke, its very stains 
Might count hoiv many a year the light 
Hath, from this desk, through the dead night, 
Burn’d in its sad lamp, nothmg blight ! 

— ’Twere better did I dissipate, 

Long since, my little means, than be 
Crushed down and cumbered with its weight : 
All that thy fathers leave to thee. 

At once snjot it — thus alone 
Can man make anything hia own ; 

A hindraneo all that we employ not — 

A burden all that we enjoy not. 

He knows, who rightly estimates, 

That what the moment can employ, 

What it requiies and can enjoy, 

The MOMENT for itself cicates. 

What can it bo, that thither draws 
The eye, and holds it there, as though 
The flask a very magnet were ? 

And whence, oh, whence this lavish glow, 

This lustre of enchanted light. 

Pour’d down at once, and everywhere — 

Birth of the moment — like the flood 
Of splendour round us, when at night 
Breathes moonlight over a wide wood ? 

Oh phial ' — Chappy phial ! — ^here 
Hope is, — I greet thee,— I revere 
Thee as Art’s best result — m Thee 
Soienoe and Mind triumphant see, — 

Essence of all sweet slumber-dowB ! 

Spirit of all most delicate 

yet deadliest powers ' — ^be thou my friend — 

A true friend— thou wilt not refuse 
Thine own old moster this!— I gaze 
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On thee — ^the pain aubaidea — tte weiglif! 

'That pressed me down leaa lieavy weighs. 

I grasp thee — faithful friend ait thou : — 

Already do I feel the strife 
Tliat preyed upon my powers of life 
Calmed into peace ; and now — and now 
The swell, that troubled the clear spring 
Of my vast spirit, ebbs away ; 

Outspread, like ocean. Life and Day 
Shine with a glow of welcoming ; — 

Calm at my feet the glorious mirror lies, 

And tempts to far-off shores, with smilea from otherskiea! 

And, lo ! a car of fire to me 
Glides softly hither ; from within. 

Come winged impulses, to bear 
The child of earth to freer air: 

Already do I seem to win 
My happy course, from bondage free, 

On paths unknown, to climes unknown 
Glad spheres of pure activity ! 

Powers yet unfelt — ^worlds yet untrod-— 

And life, poured everywhere abroad. 

And rapture worthy of a God ! 

-—Worm that thou art, and can it bo 
Such joy is thine, is given to thee ? 

Determine only, — 'tis thy own ; 

Say thy firm farewell to the sun, 

The kindly sun — its smiling earth — 

One moment, one, — and all is done, — 

One pang — then comes the second birth ! 

— Find life where others fear to die ; 

Take measure of thy strength, and hurst — 

Burst wide the gato of liberty ; 

—Show, by man’s acts man’s spirit durst 
Meet God's own eye, and wax not dim ; 

Stand fearless, face to face with Him 1 

Shudder not now at that blank cave 
Wjiere, in self- torturing disease, 
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Tale Tanoy Ixears sad Spirits rave, 

And is herself tho heE she sees. 

— Press through the strait, where stands Despair 
Guarding it, and the fiery wave 
Boils up, — and know no terror there ! 

Determine ; — he of happy cheer 
In this high hour — be thy advance 
The proud stop of a trmmph-day ; 

— Be firm, and cast away aU fear ; — 

And freely, — ^If such bo the chance — 

Flow into nothingness away ! 

And thou, clear crystal goblet, welcome thou ! 
Old friend and faithful, from thy antique case 
Come forth with gay smile norv, 

As gently I displace 

The time-staiu’d velvet ; years unnumbered, 
Forgotten hast thou slumbered ; 

Once bright at many a festival, 

When, in the old man’s hall. 

Old friends were gathered all. 

And thou with mirth didst fight grave features up, 
On days of high festivity, 

And family solemnity, 

As each to each passed on. the happy cup ; 

Its massy pride, the figmes rich and old, 

Of curious carving, and the merry task 
Of each (thus did our pleasant customs ask) 

Who drank, the quaint old symbols to unfold, 

In rhymes made at the moment ; then the mask 
of serious seeming, as at one long draught 
Each guest the full deep goblet duly quaffed ; 

The old cup, the old customs, the old rhymes, 

AE now are with me: aU, that of old times 
Can speak, are speaking to my heart ; the nights 
Of boyhood, and their manifold delights ; 

Oh i never more to gay friend sitting next 
Shall my hand reach thee; never more from me 
Shall merry rhyme illustrate the old text. 

And. into meaning read each mystery j 
03 
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This is a draught that, ii the brain still think. 

Will set it thinking in another mood ; 

Old cup, now fill thee with the dark brown flood ; 
It is my choice ; I mixed it, and will drink : 

My last di aught this on earth I dedicate 
(And with it be my heait and spirit borne !) 

A festal offering to the rising morn. 

[//e places the goblet to his month. 

Bells heat d, and voices in chorus. 

Easter Hymn. — Chorus of Angels. 

Christ is from the grave arisen, 

Joy is His. For Him the weary 
Earth hath ceased its thraldom dreary, 

And the car&s that proy on mortals ; 

He hath burst the grave’s stem portals ; 

The grave is no prison: 

The Loid hath arisen ! 

TAirsT. Oh, those deep sounds, those voices rich 
and heavenly! 

How powerfully they sway the soul, and force 
The cup uplifted from the eager Ups ! 

Proud bells, and do your peals already ring, 

To greet the joyous dawn of Easter-iuom ? 

And ye, rejoicing chorislois, already 
Flows forth your solemn song of consolation ? 

That song, which once, from angel lips resounding 
Around the midnight of the grave, w’as heard, 

The pledge and proof of a new covenant ! 

Hymn continued. — Chorus of Women. 

We laid Him for burial 
’Mong aloes and myrrh ; 

His children and friends 

Laid their dead Master here ! 

All wrapt in his graveldress. 

We left Him in fear — 

Ah ! where shall we seek Him 
The Lord is not here ! 
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Glioriis of Angels. 

The Lord hath arisen, 

Sorrow no longer ; 

Temptation hath iriod Him, 

■But Ho was the stronger. 

Happy, happy victory ! 

Love, submission, self-denial 
Marked the strengthening agony, 

Maiked the purifying trial ; 

The grave is no prison : 

The Lord hath arisen. 

rAUST. Soft sounds, that breathe of Heaven, most 
mild, most powerful, 

What seek ye here ? — Why -will ye come to me 
In dusty gloom immersed — Oh ! lather speak 
To hearts of soft and penetrabjo mould ! 

I hear your messcage, but I have not faith — 

And Miracle is fond Faith’s favourite child ! 

T cannot force myself mto the spheres, 

Where these good tidings of great joy aro heard ; 
And yet, from youth fainihar with the sounds. 

Even now thoy call me back again to life ; 

Oh ! onoo, in boyhood’s happy time, Heaven’s lovo 
Showered down upon mo, with mysterious kiss 
Hallowing the stillness of the Sabbath-day ! 

Eoolings resistless, incommunicable, 

Yearnings for sometbing that I knew not of. 

Deep meanings m tbo full tones of the bells 
Mingled — a prayer was burning ecstasy — 

Drove me, a wanderer through lone fields and woods ; 
Then tears rushed hot and fast — then was tho birth 
Of a new life and a new wwld for me ; 

These bells aimounoed the merry sports of youth, 
This music welcomed in the happy spring ; 

And now ,azn I once more a bttle child. 

And old Eemembrance, twining romid my heart, 
Forbids this act, and checks my daring steps— 

Then sing yo on — sweet songs that ore of heaven t 
Tears come, and Babth hath won her child again. 
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Hyidt continued — Chorus of Disciples. 

He, wlio was buried. 

Hath, burst from the grave ! 

Fiom death re assmnmg 
The life that be gave. 

Is risen in glory, 

Is rnighty to save ' 

And onward — still onward 
Arising, ascending. 

To the right hand of Power 
And Joy never-ending. 

Enthroned in brightness, 

Hia labours are over , 

On earth His disciples 
Still struggle and suffer ! 

His children deserted 
Disconsolate languish— 

Thou art gone, and to glory — 
Hast left us m anguish 1 

Chorus of Angels. 

Christ 13 arisen. 

The Lord hath ascended ; 

The dominion of death 
And corruption is ended. 

Your work of obedience 
Haste to begm , 

Break from the bondage 
Of Satan and Sin. 

In your lives ms laws obey, 

Let love your governed bosoms sway — 
Blessings to the poor convey. 

To God with humble spirit pray. 

To M'in his benefits display. 

Act thus, and he, your Masteb dear, 
Though unseen, m ever near i 



BEFORE THE GATE 
Pc) sons of all desci tpbons sti oiling out. 

A PAETY OP TBADESMEN. What are you going for in 
that duectiou ? 

SECOND PARTY. Wo are going to the Jagerhaus. 
MUST PARTY And we 

Ale strolling down to the Mill. 

A TBADESMAN. I would adviso you 

Rather to take a walk to the Wasseihof 
A SECOND The road to it la not a pleasant one. 
SECOND PARTY. What are you for ? 

A THIRD I go with the other patty. 

A EOTJBTH. Take my advice, and let us come to 
Burgdorf : 

There, any way, we shall be sure of finding 
The prettiest girls, and the brownest beer. 

And lota of rows in the primest style. 

A PTETH. Wliat, boy, 

Aft at it atiU ^ two drubbmgs, one would think, 
Might satisfy a reasonable man. 

I won’t go there with you — I hate the place ! 
SERVANT MAID. No ' no ! — not I—I’U go back to 
the town 

ANOTHEK We’ll find him surely waiting at the 
poplars. 

THE PiKST. Great good is that to me, — ^he’ll give bis 
arm 

To you — and dance with you — and why should I go 
For nothing in the world but your amusement 1 
THE SECOND To-day he’!! certainly not he alone, 
Eis curly headed friend will be with him 
siTTDENT. Look there — look there — how well those 
girls step out — 

Come, brother, come let’s keep them company. 

Stiff beer, biting tobacco, and a girl 

In her smart dress, aie the best things I know. 
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citizen’s DAuaKTEB. Only look tliero — wliat pretty 
fellows tliG3Q arc ! 

’Tia (xuito a shame, when they might have the best 
Of company, to see them running after 
A pair of vulgar minxes — servant girls. 

SECoiTD STUDENT (to the I'lisl). Stay, easy — hero are 
two fine girls behind us. 

Showily di'ossed. I know one of them well — 

And, i may say, am half in love with her. 

Innocent things ! with what a modest gait 
And shy atcji they affect to pace ; and yet, 

I’or all their bashfiilness, they’ll take us with them. 
riBST STUDENT. Join them, yourself— not I — I bate 
restraint. 

Let ua not lose time with them, or the game escapes. 
Give me the girl that gives a man no trouble. 

That on the week-days does her week-day work. 
And, the day after, work that she loves better. 

riTiZEN. Well, I do not like this new burgomaster. 
Not a day passes but ho grows more insolent. 
Forsooth ! presuming on his digmty. 

And what good is ho to us after all 7 
The town is growing worse from day to day. 

They are more strict upon us now than over, 

And raise continually the rates aud taxes. 

BEaGAB (sinfft). 

Masters good, and ladies bright, 

Sosy-cJieeked, and richly di eased. 

Look wpon a wretched sight, 

And relieve the •poor distressed : 

Lit me not m vain implore / 

Pity me ' — with chirm and voice 
Would I cheer you — let the poor 
When all else are glad, rejoice ! 

I must beg, jor I must live. 

Hdp me I blessed they who give I 
When all other men are gay 
Jg the beggar’s harvest day. 
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SECOND CITIZEN. Well! give me, on a saint’s day, 
or a Sunday, 

When we have time for it, a tale of war 
And warhke doings far away m Turkey — 

How they are busy killing one another. 

’Tis pleasant to stand gazmg from the window. 
Draining your glass at times, and looking on 
The painted baiges calmly gliding down 
The easy river. Tlien the homeward wallc 
In the cool evening hour ; this makes the heart 
Glad, and at peace ivith all things and itself. 

Yes 1 give me peace at home, and peaceful times I 
THIRD CITIZEN. Aye, so say I — break every head 
abroad — 

Turn all things topsy-turvy, so they leave us 
Quiet at home. 

OLTi 'WO'MA'S {to the Citizen's Davghiers). Hal but 
you are mcely dressed, 

And very pretty creatures — ^you’ll win hearts 
To-day — aye, that you will — only don’t look 
So very proud — yes I that is something better — 

I know what my young pels are wishing for, 

And thinking of, and thw shall have it too ! 
citizen’s datjohtee. Come, Agatha, come on— I'd 
not he seen 

With the old witch in public ; yet she showed 
me. 

On last St. Andrew’s night, in flesh and blood. 

My future lover. 

THE OTnna. In the glass she showed 
Me mine. The figure was a soldier’s, and 
With him a hand of gay bold fellows. Sineo, 

I have been looking round, and seeking for huh. 

But all in vain — ’tis folly — ho won’t come. 

SOLDIER. Towns xoith turrets, walls, and fejices. 
Maidens with their haughty glances, 

These the soldier seeks with, ardour. 

Bay to conquer which ts has'der? 

Death and danger he despises, 

Mhen he looks upon the ‘prizes. 
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Danger is tlie soldier’s duty. 

And liis prize is fame and beauty. 

Rush W3, at the trumpet's measure, 

W%ih blithe hearts to death and pleasure; 

How the soldier's blood is warming 
When we think of cities storming ! 

Fortress strong, and maiden tender. 

Must alike to us sui render. 

Danger is the soldier’s duty. 

But his prize is fame and beauty. 

rAUST. River and rivulet are freed from ice 
In Spring’s afTeotionato inspiring smile — 

Green are the fields ■with promise— far away 
To the rough hills old Winter hath withdrawn 
Strengthless — but still at intervals -will send 
Light feeble frosts, with drops of diamond whits 
Mocking a littlo while the coming bloom — 

Still soils with showeis of sharp and bitter sleot. 

In anger impotent, the earth’s green robe ; 

But the sun suffers not the lingering snow — 
Everywhere life — everywhere vegetation — 

All nature animate with glowing hues — 

Or, if one spot be touched not by the spirit 
Of the sweet season, there, in colours rich 
As trees or flowers, are sparkling human dresses ! 
Turn round, and from this height look back upon 
The to'wn : from its black dungeon gate forth pouis. 
In thousand parties, the gay multitude. 

All happy, alt indulging in the sunshine ! 

All celebrating the Lord’s resurrection, 

And in themselves exhibiting as ’twere 
A resurrection too — so changed are they, 

So raised ahovo themselves. From chambers damp 
Of poor mean houses — from consuming toil 
Laborious — from the work-yard and the shop — 
From the imprisonment of walls and roofs, 

And the oppression of confining streets, 

And from the solemn twilight of dim ehurohes — 
•All hre abrfjad—all happy in the sun. 



91 


EEFOEli; 'IHE GATE 

Look, only look, with gaiety how active. 

Thro’ fields and gardens they disperse themselves ! 
How the wide water, far as we can see. 

Is joyous with innumerable boats 1 

See, there, one almost sinking with its load, 

Parts from the shore ; yonder the hill-top paths 
Are sparkling in the distance with gay dresses ! 

And, hark ! the sounds of joy from the far village ! 
This is the people’s very heaven on earth 1 
The high, the low, in pleasure all uniting — 

Here may I feel that I too am a man 1 

WAGiJEB, Doctor, to steal about with you, Tis plain 
Is creditable, brings its own great gain. 

But otherwise, I’d never throw away 
My time in such a place. I so detest 
Everything vulgar — ^hear them ! how they play 
Their creaking fiddles — hark the kettle-drums ; 

And their damned screaming to the ear that comes 
Worse, if ’twere possible, than all the rest. 

They rave like very devils let loose on earth — 

This they call singing 1 — this, they say, is mirth ! 

- (Peasants dancing and singing). 

The sliepherd for the dance is drest 
In ribands, wreath, and flashy vest ; 

Bound and round bko mad they spin 
To tho fiddle’s lively din. 

All are dancing full of glee. 

All beneath the linden tree ! 

’Tis morry and merry — ^lieigh-ho, heigh-ho. 

Blithe goes tho fiddle-bow ! 

Soon be runs to join tho rest ; 

Up to a pretty girl he prest; 

With elbow noised and pointed toe. 

Bent to her with bis best bow — 

Pressed her hand : with feigned surprise. 

Up she raised her timid eyes ! 

‘ ’Tis strange that you should use me so. 
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So, so — lieigh-]io— 

’Tis rude of you to uso me so.’ 

All inlo tlie set advance, 

Biglit they dance, and left they dance — 

Gowns and ribands how they fling, 

Flying with the flying ring ; 

They grew red, and faint, and warm. 

And rested, sinking, arm in arm. 

Slow, slow, heigh-ho. 

Tired in elbow, foot, and too ! 

‘ And do nob make so free,’ she said ; 

‘ I fear that you may never wed ; 

Mon are cruel’ — and he prest 
The maiden to his boating breast. 

Hark ! ai^ain, the sounds of glee 
Swelling from the linden tree. 

’Tis merry, ’tis merry — heigh-ho, heigh-ho. 

Blithe goes the fiddle-bow ! 

OLD PEASANT. This, doctor, is so kind of yon,' 

A man of rank and learning too ; 

Who, but yourself, would condescend 
Thus with the poor, the poor man’s friend. 

To loin our sports ? In this brown cheer 
Accept the pledge we tender here, 

A draught of life may it become 

And years on years, oh ! may you reach, 

As cheerful as these heads of foam, 

As countless, too, a year for each ! 

FAUST. Blest ba the draught restorative ! 

1 pledge you — happy may you live 1 

[T/ie 'people collect in a circle mind him. 
OED PEASANT. Yos ! witness thou the poor man’s 
glee, 

Aud share in his festivity ; 
tfi this hath fortune fairly dealt 
With hipu who, in the evil day 
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Of tlio black sickness, with ns dwelt. 

When Plague was numbering his prey — 

In strength and health how many gather 
To this day’s pastimes, whom thy father 
Rescued from death in that last stage, 

When the disease, tired out at length 
Is followed by the fever’s rage. 

And prostrate sinks the vital strength ; 

And you, too, in that time of dread 
And death, a young man, visited 
Each house of sickness ; — evermore. 

Day after day, the black hearse bore 
Corse after corse — still, day by day. 

The good man held his fearless way 
Unscathed ; for God a blessing gave, 

And saved the man who sought to save. 

ALL. For theo, tried friond, our prayers we raise, 
And, whoa we wish thee length of days, 
flis for himself that each man prays. 

TAtrsT. In thanks to the Great Father bend, 

We are but servants to extend 
Biasings, that flow from man’s one Friend. 

[Goes on with Waodeb. 

WAOifEB. With what a sense of puro delight, 
Slastcr, must thou enjoy the sight 
Of this vast crowd, and the unchecked 
’Sks-yicssrciTi tA ftiVn fiaep 
Oh, happy he, who thus to Heaven 
Can render back the talents given ! 

The pious father points thee out 
To his young folk — they gaze, and ask, 

And gaze again — and crowd about. 

The blithe musician in his task 
Pauses — the dancers tarn to thee. 

And gather into rows to see 
The man they honour passing by — 

And then the gratulating shout— 

And then tlie caps flung up on high: 

They almost worship thee — almo.st 
Would bond the knee as to the Host. 
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rAUST. To yonder rook io but a fo-w steps on — 
After our long walk we may rest us there. 

Here oft I’ve sale to muse ; hers all alone 
By vigil, fast, and agonies of prayer 
— In Hope then rich, m Faith unwavering. 

With tears and sighs, here was I wont to pray, 

— And supplicating hands, as though to wring 
From Him m heaven that He the plague would stay. 
To me the praise I hear is mockery. 

Oh ! that you could into my bosom gazo, 

Read written there how little worthy we, 

Father or son, of these poor people’s praise. 

My father, a reserved and moody man 
On Nature’s holy circles still would pore. 

With honest ardour, after some strange plan 
That pleased his fancy, toiling evermore. 

And ho would shut himself in seoiet ooU, 

One or two adapts alwajs at his side, 

Quaint recipes with fire and crucible. 

In this dark kitchen evermore ho tried, 

Watching for the great moment’s birth that migiit 
Antagonistic elements unite. 

There in the gentle bath a Lion Red, 

Bold wooer he — was to tho Lily wed ; 

And both were, while the fumaoe-fire raged bright ; 
Hurried in torture on from bed to bed. 

If in the glass wore given ns to behold 
The Young Queen rise in colours manifold. 

Here was the medicine — the patients died, 

None asked ‘ Who took it and remained alive 7 ’ 

— ^Thus in these mountains — in these valleys wide. 
Our cure was than the plague a plague more fierce. 
To thousands have I given the poison — they 
Have withered — they are dead — and I survive 
To hear praise lavished on their murderers. 

WAQJIEB. How can this be so painful 7 What can 
men 

Ho more than in their practice still obey 
The precepts, o£ the soiBnoe of their day ? 
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What you have from your father heard was thou 
Heard in the docile spirit of belief. 

You in your day extend the limit-line 
Of science ; in due tune your son ■will take 
His place — and for himself discoveries make 
Greater than thine, perhaps — yet hut for thine 
Impossible, If so then, why this grief ? 

rAUST. Happy tvho still hath hope to lise above 
This sea of eiior ; strange that we in vain 
Seek knowledge each day needs ; tho knowledge of 
What never can avail us ive attain. 

But with such musmgs let us sadden not , 

This sweet hour ! see, where, in tho sunset, gleam 
The village huts with green trees smilmg round 
Each cottage in its own small garden plot. 

But the Sun sinks — day dies, and it would seern 
With day the Sun. But still doth he survive. 

Still speeds ho on with lifo-diffusing beam — 

Oh, that no wing uplifts me from tlia giound. 
Nearer and neater after him to strive ! 

Then should I the reposing world behold 
Still in this everlasting evening glow. 

THB hill-tops kindUng all — the vales at rest — 

The silver brooklet in its silent flow 
To where the yeUow splendour of tho West 
On the far river lies in trembling gold. 

In vam the rugged mountain rears liis breast. 
With darkening chff and cave to bar my way. 
Onward in heaven, still onward is my flight, 

And now wide ocean, with each fervid hay. 

In sudden brightness breaks upon my sight. 

Till sinking seems at last the god of day. 

Then the now mstinct wakens, and I breathe 
Heaven still — still drink of his undymg light. 
Before me day — behind mo is tho night — 

Above me heaven — and the wide wave beneath. 

A glorious dream — illusion brief and bright— 

For while 1 yet am dreaming he is gone. 

Alas ! from its captivity of earth. 

The body hath no -wing whoroon to rise, 
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And 'VTitli tlie -winged spiiit voyage on ; 

And yet -will eveiy one of human birth 
The feeling in our nature recognize. 

That for a moment with a sense of wmgs 
Uplifts ua, beais us onward and a-«’ay, 

When high above, in blue space lost, hia lay 
Thrilling the skylark sings. 

When over piny headlands, savage steeps. 

Outspread -Uia eagle sweeps. 

And over moorlands, over mam, 

Home-ward, homeward strives the crane. 

-WAGNEE, I, too, of reverie oft have had my moods, 
But impulse such as this they never brmg. 

The eye soon has enough of fields and woods j 
I never had a wish for a bird’s wing— 

Par other are the thinking man’s dmights, 

Prom hook to book, from leaf to leaf they lead, 
And bright and cheerful ore his winter nights. 

Life, happy life, warms every limb — Um-oli, 

At such charmed hour, some precious parchment scroll. 
All heaven descends upon you as you read. 

S-AtrsT. You feel but the one impulse now — oli learn 
Never to know the other I in my breast 
Alas ! two souls dwell — all there is unrest ; 

Each with the olher strives for mastery, 

Each from the other struggles to bo fiee. 

One to the fleshly joys the coarse earth yields, 

With clumsy tendrils clings, and one would rise 
In native power and vindicale the fields, 

Its o-wn by birthright— -its ancestral .skies. 

Oh ! if indeed Spirits be m the air, 

Moving ’twist heaven and earth with lordly wings, 
Come from your golden ‘ incense-bieathing ’ sphere, 
Waft me to new and varied life away. 

Oil ! had I but a magic cloak to bear 
At will to far-oE lands the -wanderer, 

3i(4w little would I prize the rich array 
Of .‘pifinceg, and the pm-ple pomp of kmgs 1 
iJMbKES. Call not the welbkno-wn army. Of dusk 
aiif, 
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A living stream, the middto apace they fill. 

And danger manifold for man prepare, 

For ever active in the work of ill. 

From all aides pour thoy on ua — from the north. 
With piercing fanga, with arrow-pointed tongues, 
And from the sunrise region speed they forth, 

In the dry wind to feast upon the lungs. 

If from the desolate parched wilderness 
The midday send them out with fervid glow. 

To heap fresh Are upon the burning brain, 

A cloudy vapour from tbo west they flow. 

Descend in what would seem refreshing rain, 

Then m fioroe torrents down on thee thoy press. 
And deluge garden, meadow-field, and plain. 

Ready for evil with delight they hear. 

They lurk and listen — gladly they obey 
Man’s invitation — gladly they betray 
Such summoner — in mischief they rejoice, 
Ambassadors from heaven itself appear, 

And utter falsehoods with an angel’a voioe. 

But let’s away — the air grows chill — the dew 
Is falling — and the dusk of night has come. 

Towards night we first have the true feel of homo. 
What keeps you standing there 7 — Why that intent 
Stare— why that look of such aaton^hment 7 
What do you see that fastens thus on you 7 

FAUST. Do you see that black dog, where through 
the green blades 

Of the soft springing com, and the old stubble, 

He luns, just glauoing by them for a moment 7 
WAGiTEB. I’ve seen him this while past, but thought 
not of him 
As any way stiange. 

FAtrsT. Look at him carefully. 

What do you take the brute to be 7 
WAONER. Why, nothing 

But a poor fool of a poodle, puzzling out 
His master’s track whom I suppose he has lost. 

FATOT. Do you observe how in wide seipent circles 
He courses round ua 7 nearer and yet nearer 
H 


PAVST 
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Bacli turn, — and if my eyes do not deceive me, 
Sparldea of fire -whirl -where his loot hath touched. 

■WAauBE. I can see nothing more than a black dog ; 
It may be some deception of your eyes. 

PA-nsT. Methinks he draws light magic threads 
around us, 

Hereafter to entangle and ensnare ! 

WAQiTBR. In doubt and fear the poodle ’s leaping 
round us, 

Soemg two strangers in his master’s stead. 

M-UST. The circle, see, hoiv much more narrow 
’fcis, — 

Ho ’s very near us ! 

vvAQNEB. ’Tis a dog, you see, 

And not a spirit ; see, ho snarls at strangers, 

Khies, lies upon his belly, wags his tail, 

As all dogs do. 

PAUST. We’ll bring him homo with us 

Come, pretty follo-w ! 

WAGWEB. He ’s a merry dog, — 

If you stand, he stands up and waits for yon, — 
Speak to him, and he straight leaps up upon yoUj,_ 
Leave something after you, no doubt he’ll bring it, 
Or plimge into the water for your stick. 

PAUST. You're right. I see no traces of the Spirit 
In him — 

WAGNEB. A dog, well-tutored, learns the art 
To ■win upon a good man’s heart ; — 

Wise men grow fond of them— -and see, 

OUr friend already follows thee — 

Soon shall we see the happy creature, 

Prime favourite, round the doctor skip ; 

■ With every student for his teacher, 

, How can we doubt his scUolarship ? 

[PAcy enter the town gate. 
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Enter Fatist, with the Doj. 

I'AUST. The fields wo roamed through with delight. 
Are hidden now in Uie deep night ; 

Within ns felt the thrilling hour. 

Awakes man’s hotter soul to power : 

Hushod the desiio.s of the wild will, 

And action’s stormy breath is still — 

Love sliis around us and abroad. 

The love of JLtN, the love of God. 

Tlest, poodle, rest — ho down in quiet ! 

Why nins ho up and down the floor ? 

What can it be he looks so shy at, 

Smelling and snuffling at the door ? 

Pleasant wort thou in our mountain ramble, 

'Didst make us merry with trick and gambol, 

Gki'to sleep on the cushion — a soft snug nest — 
Take thy ease, in thine inn, like a welcome guest. 

When in our narrow ccU each night, 

The lone lamp sheds its friendly light, 

Then from the hosoin doubt and fear 
pass off like clouds, and leave it clear — 

Then reason re-assumes hex reign, 

And hopio begins to bloom again. 

And in the hush of outward strife. 

We seem to hear the streams of life, 

And seek, alas ! — in vain essay — 

Its hidden fountain far away. 

Cease dog, to growl ! the beastly howl of the hound 
But ill accords with the pnre breathing of 
Heaven — with the holy tones — all peace and love 
That to tlie heart unbidden way have found. 
With men ’tis com m on to contemn, 

H 2 
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VlTiatevor ia too good, too fair. 

Too higli to he conceived by them. 

And is ’t that like those wretched carles, 

This dog, at what he understands not, snarls ? 

Those withering thoughts, do what I will. 

They come — the fountain of the heart ia chill. 
■^How oft have I experienced change like this ! 

Yet is it not unbloat in the event ; 

For, seeking to supjily the natural dearth. 

We learn to prize things loftier than the earth. 

And the heart seeks suppoit and light from heaven. 
And such support and light — oh, is it given 
Anywhere but in the New Testament ? 

Strong impulse sways mo now to look to the text 
On which all rests, and honestly tianslate 
The holy original into mine own 
Dear native tongue. 

[lie opens a volume and prepares to wife. 
— ’Tis written — ‘ In the Beginning was the Woed — 
Already at a stand — and how proceed ? 

Who helps me ? la the Woed to have such value, 
Impossible — if by the spirit guided. - ~ 

Once more — ‘ In the Beginning was the Tbodght — 
Consider the first line attentively. 

Lest hurrying on the pen outrun the meaning, 

Is it Thought that works in all, and that makes all ? 
— ^It ahonld etand rather thus — ‘ In the beginning 
Was the Boweb ’ — yet even as I am writing this 
A something warns me we cannot rest there. 

The Spirit aids me — all is clear — and boldly 
I write. In the Beginning was the Act. 

; . — Cease, teasing dbg, this angry howl, 

^eae moans dissatisfied and dull, — 

Down, dog, or I must be rougher. 

Noise like this I cannot suffer, — 

One of ns must leave the closet, if 
You still keep growling — that is positive : 

Td i|ss a guest so is not pleasant, 

could hear this whine incessant ! 
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But can w!iai I see bo real. 

Or is all some trick ideal t 

’Tis surely something more than nature, — 

Dorm is changed, and size, and stature, 

Larger, loftier, ereoter. 

This seeming dog must he a spectre ; — 

With fiery eyes, jaws grindmg thus, 

Like an hippopotamus, 

— And heie to bring this whelp of hell, 

Oh, at last, I know thee well, 

For such liall-devilish, hellish spawn, 

JMooght ’s like the key of Solomoh. 

SMElTS without. 

Ono is in prison : 

Listen to reason; 

Venture not on: 

Where ho hath gone 
Follow him none : 

Watch we all ! watch we well I 
The old lynx of hell 
Has fallen in the snare, 

Is trapjied unaware, 
like a fox in the gin ; 

He is in : he is in : 

Stay we without. 

Sweep we about. 

Backward and forward, 

Southward and norwaid. 

Our colleague assisting. 

His fetters untwisting. 

Lightening their pressure 
By mystical measure ; 

At our motions and voices, 

Our brother rejoices. 

For us hath he offered 
Ills safety, and sufieied ; 

We are his debtors. 

Let ’s loosen hki fetters. 
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TfAirsT To Qonquol him must I rehearse. 
First that deep mysterious verse, 

Which each elemental spirit, 

0£ the ordeia foui, who heai it, 

Tiomblmg, will confess and fear it 

Scorobing Salam hum, 

Nywtii of Watbii, twist and turn, 
V'aniah, Sylph, to thy far home. 

Labour vex thee, drudgmg Gnoime. 

He 13 but a Sony scholar. 

To whom oaeh elemental ruler. 

Their acts and attributes essential. 

And their mflnenco potential. 

And their sympathies aiixiliar, 

Aie not matters quite famihai , 

Little knows ho, little merits 
A dominion over Spirits 

Fiery S iLiMANDEB, Wither 
In the red flame’s fiery glow ' 

Euahmg, as waves rush together. 

Water nymph, in water flow ' 

Gloamy Sylph or Am, glauoo, fleeter, 
And moio blight, than midnight meteor ' 
Slave of homely diudgciy, 

Lubhei Incttbus, flee, flee 
To the task that waits for thee ' 

Spirit, that withm the beast 
Art impiisoned, bo rcleast ' 

Kingly sway hath Solomon 
Over suhiect spurts von, 

—Forth I — ohoy tho spell and seal 
Elemental natures feel ' 

By Spuits of a dilferont kind, 

Is the brute possessed, T find; 

Gimnmg he hes, and mocks Uie charm 
That has no power to work him harm. 

Speotre ! by a stronger spell 
‘ Thy obedience I compel — 
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If thou bo a, serf of Satan, 

A follower of tlio fallen great one, 

Deserter from bell, 

I conjure and cbarm thee. 

By the sign and the spell, 

To which bows the black army. 

See how ho swells — how the hair bristles there ’ 

Outcast creature, soo the sign 
Of the Hiirnan and Divine 
Bow before the Uncreated, 

Whom tho world has soon and hated • 
Canst thou road Him t Canst thou see ? 
Dread to hoar mo name IIis name, 

Through all heaven diffused is He, 

Died on earth a death of shame 

Ila ' with terror undisscmbled, 

Mctluiiks tho brute at last has trembled; 

As bohmd tho stove he hes, 
bee him swell and see him pant , 

And his bristles how they rise 
As he rouses, — and Ins size 
Largo as is tho elephant, — 

Larger yet the room he crowds, — 

He mil vanish in the clouds, 

— Spare the roof m thy retreat. 

Lie down at the master’s feet 
Thou shaft feel tire sooiohmg glow 
(Mine rs not an rdle threat) 

Of the heat divine — shalt know 
Pangs of fiercer torment yet 
— Still resisting — Tarry not 
Por the three times glowing hght. 

Blaze beyond endurance bright — 

Beluotantly must I at length 
Speak the spell of greatest strength 



104 


PAUST 


MBPHisTorHELES comes farwai d, as the mist sinhs, 
in the dress of a traielling scholar ftom behind 
the stove. 

MEPHisTQTnBLEs. Why all this uproar 1 Is there 
anything 

In my poor power to serve you ? 

FATJST. This then was 

Tho poodle’s kernel — travelling scholar — p&ha 1 — 

A most strange case of the kind — I cannot but 
Laugh when I think of it. 

mephistophbles. Most learned master. 

Your humble servant — you’ve been broiling me 
After a pretty fashion — sweated me 
To the very vengeance. I’m in a fine stew. 

FAtrsT. Your name 7 

MEPmsTOPHELES. A frivolous inquiry this from 
you— 

Prom one who rates the word so low 7 
Who, disregarding outward show, 

Would look into the easenoo of the being — 

FATJST. With you oftentimes the name 
And easenoo is, I trow, the same, 

The name and nature of the being 
AH one — in nothing disagreeing. 

Thus, one is called the god of flies — 

Ond the Sbdcoee — one the Liae. 

Kow, good, my friend, may I inquhe 
Your name 7 

KEPHTSTOPSELEs. Part of the power that would 
Still do evil— still does good. 

FATJST. What may this riddle mean 7 
MEPHTSTOPKELES. I am the Spirit that evermore 
denies. 

And rightly so — for all that doth arise 
pesfirves to perish — this, distinctly seeing — 

|Io I say I, No ! to everything that tries 
‘Tqi 'bhbole into being. 
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My prop3r element is what you name 
Sin. Dissolution, — in a word, the Bad. 

ifAusi. You call yourself 

A part, yet stand before me whole. 

MBPHISTOPHELBS. I Spoall 

The truth — the modest truth — though Man may call 
— Poor fool-world Man — in his .aspirings high, 
Himself a Whole — the Whole— -I am not — I 
Am part of a part which part at the first was AH, 
Part of the Darkness tliat gave biith to Light ; 
Proud Light that now would from her rank displace 
Matornal Night— and wars with her for space, 

Yet is no gainer — for, strive as it will, 

Light clings — imprisoned slave — to Bodies still. 

It streams from Bodies — it makes Bodies bright — 

A body intercepts it in its course ; 

This gives the hope that Light may too perforce, 
Whon Bodies perish he extmguished quite. 

EAUST. A oroditablo line of business this ,• 

Your Nothing nothing has unmade, I wis. 

The groat projector sees his projects fail. 

And would do business on a smaller scale. 
’•MBPHisTOPHEi.ES, And even m this way little do I 
' gain, 

Against this Nothing the coarse Somewhat will 
Obtrude. The rude World contradicts mo still. 

The oluinsy lump of filth in proud resistance 
Asserting undeniable existence, 

I have been pounding at it all in vain. 

I have tried deluge, tempest, thunder, and 
I/ightiiinga — at rest you see it still remain 
Inviolate— the self-same sea and land. 

On the damned stuff, — rank spawn of man and beast, 
I can make no impression — not the least. 

What crowds on crowds I’ve buried— little good — 
It but sets circulating fresh young blood. 

On they go — on, replenishing, renewing, 

It drives me mad to see the work that ’s doing. 
From water, air, earth, germs of life unfold. 
Thousands in dry and damp, in warm and cold — 
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Mama still is mine — I’vo kept that — Flame alone. 
Else ware there nothing specially my own. 

IPATTST. Is it thou ? — thou standing there ? — thou 
to resist 

The healthful energy, the animation, 

The force that moves and moulds, and is creation — 
In vain spite clenching that cold devil’s fist ? 

Stiangc son of Chaos this may well move laughter. 
MEPnisToruELES. Well — this point we may talk 
about hereafter — 

But now, with your permission, I would go. 

I'Air.si’. Tliat you can, whether I permit or no, 
Why ask mo ’ Now that you have found your way, 
I hope to see you often here. Good day !— — 

This is the window — that the door — and yonder 
The ohimnoy. Why thus stare about and ponder ? 

MBPHISTOPHELES. I am not free : a little ohstaole, 
I did not see, confines me to your cell, — 

The druid foot upon the threshold tinoed. 

IPAUST. The pentagram? — is it not to your taste? 
But, son of hell, if this indeed bo so, 

How came you in, I should bo glad to know, — 
How was it. that tho charm no earlier ivi ought ? . 

MBPHiSTOl’iiELES. Tho liuos were not as perfect as 
they ought ; 

The outer angle ’s incomplete. 

EATTST. Well — 'twas a pleasant evening’s feat — ■ 

A most unlooked-for accident — 

Strange prize, and yet more strangely sent, 
MBPHISTOPUELES. The dog, witlionb perceivhig it. 
Leaped in — the devil has somehow 
Seeh it — is in the house — and now 
Can find no way of leaving it. 

EAtrsT. I\Tiy not tho window ? 

KEPHISTOPHELES. Why ?— hecauso 

It is enacted in the laws 
Which bind us devils and phantoms, ‘ that 
Whatever point we enter at, 

Wo at the same return ’ : — thus we 
In, our first choice are ever free ; — . 
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Choose, and the right of choice ia o’er. 

We, who were free, aro free no more. 

I'A.TJST. Hell has its codes of law then — well, 

I will think better now of Hell. 

If laws he binding and obeyed, 

Then oompaols with you may be made. 
MEPinsTOPHBLEs. Sladc and fulfilled, loo — nowhere 
better — 

Wo keep our compacts to the letter ; 

But points of law like this require 
Some time and thought — are apt to tiro. 

And I am hurried — we may treat 
On them at leisure when wo meet 
Again — but now I ask permission 
To go. 

ifAtrsT. One moment — I am wishing 
To question fuithor one who brings 
Good nows, and tells such pleasant things. 

MEPHisTOPiiEOKs. Let mb go now — I come again, 
You may ask any question then. 

PATOT. Aye, old fox, aye, come, catch mo there — 
I laid no net — I set no snare, 

Aiid if you walked into the trap — 

’Twas your own act, and my good hap ; 

Luck like this can hardly lost — 

Catch tho devil and keep him fast — 

Part with a prize, on which none could have 
reckoned ! 

Tho first chance gone, pray who will give a second ? 

iilEPinsTOPHELBS. if you insist on it — I stay ; 
And just to whde the hours away, 

I would amuse you, as I may; 

Por I have pleasant arts and power, 

With shows to white the posimg hour. 

E.IUST. If it he pleasant, try yonr art — 

1 As audience I will play my part. 

MBPinsTOPHELES. In one hour shall more intense 
Pleasure flow on cvoiy sense, 

Than the weary year could give, 

In such life as here you live — 
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The Bongs soft spirits sing to tlieo. 

The images they bring to thee. 

Are no empty exhibition 
Of the skill of a magician ; 

Pictures fair and music’s tone. 

Speak to eye and ear alone ; 

But odours street around thee sporting 
Lingering tastes thy palato courting, 
Feelings gratified, enraptured, 

All thy senses shall be captured. 
Preparation need not we — 

Spiiits, begin your melody. 


SPiBiTS aing. 

Vanish, dark arches. 

That over us bend, 

Lob the blue sky in beauty 
Look in like a friend. 

Oh, that the black clouds 
Asunder •were riven, 

That the smaU stars trere brightening 
All through the wide heaven I 
And look at them smiling 
And sparkling in splendour, 

Suns, but 'with glory 
More plocid and tender ; 

Cliildren of heaven. 

In spiritual beauty. 

Descending, and bending 
With billoivy motion, 

Downward are thronging. 

Willing devotion 
Flowing to meet them, 

Loving hearts longing. 

Sighing to greet them, 

O’ojj field and o’er flower. 

On bank and in bower, 

The folds of their bright robes 
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In breezy air streaming. 

Where loving ones living 
In love’s thoughtful dreaming, 

Their fond hearts are giving 
For ever away. 

Bower on bower. 

Tendril and flower; 

Clustering grapes. 

The vine’s purple treasure. 

Have fallen in the wine-vat, 

And bleed in its pressure — 

Foaming and steaming, the new wine is streaming. 
Over agate and amethyst. 

Rolls from ita fountain, 

Leaving behind it 
Meadow and mountain. 

And tho hill-slopes smile greener, far down where it 
breaks 

Into billowy streamlets, or lingers in lake.s. 

And the winged throng, drinking deep of delight 
From tho rivers of joy, are pursuing their flight. 
Onward and onward, 

Wings steering sun-ward, 

Where the bright islands, with magical motion, 
Stir with the waves of the stirring ocean. 

Whoro we hear ’em about in chorus, 

Or see ’em dance on lawns before us. 

As over land or over waters 
Chance the idle parties scatters. 

Some upon the far hills gleaming, 

Some along the bright lakes streaming, 

Some their forms in air suspending. 

Float in circles never-ending. 

The one spirit of enjoyment. 

Aim, and impulse, and employment ; 

All would breathe in the far distance 
Life, free life of full existence 
With the gracious stars above them, 

Smiling down to say they love them. 
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MEPinsTOPHELES. He sleeps, — thanks to my litUo 
favourites — 

Why ya have fairly sung away liis wits, 

And so lie thought the devil to catch and keep ! — 
Well, well, I am a concert in your debt — 

Still cloud with dreams his unsuspecting sleep, 

Antic and wild ! — still in illusion steep 
Ifis fancy ! — hover round and round him yet, 

Haply dreaming, that 1 am 
Prisoner of the pentagram 1 
—Tooth of rat . . . gets rid of that . . . 

Gnawing, sawing, bit by bit, 

Till there be no trace of it ; — 

Little need of conjuring. 

Bats to such a place to bring ; 

One is rustling in the wall. 

Ho will heat my whispered call— 

Tlte master of the Mice and Eats, 

Plies and Progs, and Bugs and Bata, 

Sends his summons to appear ; — 

Porth ! and gnaw the threshold here ; — 
lie hath spilt the fragrant oil, 

Till it vanish tooth must toil : — 

— Sir Rat hath heard me — see him run 
To the task that soon is done ; 

Yonder angle, 'tis, confines, 

Your master— gnaw the meeting-lines 
Now the corner, near the door, 

All is done in one bite more. 

The prisoner and the pentagram are gone. 

Dream, Paest, until we meet again, dream on ! 
EAEST [awaking]. Am 1 again deceived t — and must 
I deem 

These gorgeous images, hut phantoms shaped 
In the delusion of a lying dream ? • 

And so there was no devil at all, ’twould seem — 
Arid it was but a poodle that escaped ! 
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ITAJJSa’ — SlEPHISTOPnELES. 

I'A'csT. A knock ! — Come in— who now comes to 
torment me ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. ’TlS I. 

FATOT. Come in. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. Yoii must Command mo thrico. 
FAtrsT. Come in, then. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. That will do — I’m satisfied — ■ 
IVe soon shall bo the best friends in tho world. 

{linters. 

From your mind to scatter wholly 
The mists of peevish melancholy. 

Hither oome I now, and bear 
Of a young lord the noble air, 

And mask me in his oharaoter ; 

Jly dross is splendid, you behold, 

.felazing with the ruddy gold, 

With my stiff silken mantle’s pride, 

And the long sword hanging by my side, 

And o’er my cap the cock’s proud feather — 

I’m a fine fellow altogether. 

And now, my friend, without delay, 

Equip yourself in like array. 

That, light and free, you thus may see 
Life’s many pleasures what they be ! 

FAHST. In every dress alike I can hut feel 
Life the same torture, earth the self-same prison ; 
For your light pleasures I am aU too old, 

Too young to have the sting of passion dead. 

The world— what can it give ? ‘ Refrain, refrain ! ’ 
This is the everlasting song — the chime 
Perpetually jingling in all ears, 

And with hoarse accents every hour repeals it. 

Each morn, with a dull sense of something dreadful. 
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I wake, and from my bitter heart could weep 
To see another day, which, in its course, 

Will not fulfil one wish of mine — not one ! 

Tire teasing crowd of small anxieties, 

That each day brings, have frittered into dust 
All joy, until the very hope of joy 
Is something that the heart has ceased to feel ; — 
And life’s poor masquerade — vapid and wayward. 
And worthless as it is — breaks in upon. 

And dissipates, the world, which for itself 
The lonely man’s imagination builds ; 

— And, when the night is come, with heavy heart 
Must I lie down upon my bed, whore rest 
Is never granted mo, where wild dreams come. 
Hideous and scaring. The in-dwelling spirit. 

Whose temple is my heart, who rules its powers, 
Can stir the bosom to its lowest depths. 

But has no power to move external nature ; 

And therefore is existence burdensome. 

And death desirable, and life detested. 
MKFHISTOPUELES. Yot Death’s a guest not alto- 
gether welcome. 

ifAUST. Oh, happy he for whom, in victory’s hotC' 
Of splendour, Death around his temples binds 
The laurel dyed with blood, and happy he, 

Whom, after the fast whirl of the mad dance, 

Death in his true love’s arms reposing finds. 

Would that I too had, in such rapturous trance. 

My individual being lost in his. 

Dissolved before that lofty Spirit’s might, 

Past, soul and sense absorbed, away for ever ! 
MEEHI3TOPHELES. And yet that night I’ve seen a 
certain man 

Forbear to taste a certain dark brown liquid ! 
lAXJST. A spy too — peering— prying— is it not so ? 
MEFHISTOPHELES. I know not ALL, but many things 
I know. 

PAUST. And if from harrowing thoughts the rich old 
ohaunt 

Did win me ; and the old romemhered words. 
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^nd the old music, lilco a spell recalling 
leaded remembranees ; — if in the trance 
All that remained of my boy’s heart was captive 
To the charmed echo of more happy days — 

Know I not — feel I not it was illusion ? 

V7e are but what the senses make of us. 

And this and all illusion do I curse. 

All that beguiles us, man or boy — that winds 
Over the heart its nets, and chains us hero 
In thraldom dorvn or voluntary trance, 

Ihis magic jugglery, that fools tho soul — 

These obsouio powers that cloud and flatter it ! 

Oh, cursed first of all be tho high thoughts 
That man conceives of hia own attributes ! 

And cursed be tho shadowy appearances, 

lire false delusive images of things 

That slave and mock the senses ! cursed bo 

The hypoorito dreams that soothe us when wo think 

Of fame — of deathless and enduring names ! 

Cursed be all that, in self-flattery, 

Wc call our own, — wife, child, and slave, and plough j — 
Curse upon Mammon, wheat with luring gold 
He stirs our souls to hardy deeds, or when 
He smoothes the couch of indolent topose ; 

A curse trpon the sweet grape’s balmy juice, 

And the passionate joys of love, man’s highest joys — 
And cursed be all hope and all belief ; 

And cursed, more than all, man’s tame endurauoe. 


Sort;/ 0 / invisible spibits . 

Woe, woe ! thou hast destroyed it 1 
This beautiful world: 

Mighty his hand, who dealt 

The blow thro’ Nature felt. 

Earth withers : 

A demigod cursed it — 

A shook from the Spirit that shaped and enjoyed it ; 
A blight from the bosom that nursed it ; 
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The fragments we sweep down Night’s desolate steep, 
The fading glitter we mourn and wo weep ! 

Proud and powerful 
Son of earth, 

To second birth, 

Call again the pageant splendid — 

Oh, restore what thou hast rended — 

Be no more the wreck thou art — 

Eecommence, with clearer sense, 

And hujld within thy secret heart ; 

Re-create, with better fate. 

Another world on firmer ground, 

And far and near, and all around. 

With songs of joy and triumphing. 

Heaven and the happy earth shall ring. 


MIJPHISTOPHELBS. Listen to the witching lay I 
Wise and wily ones be they; 

Little ones of mine, and good 
Children are they — sly and shrewd: 

Childlike are their voices — ago 
Never uttered words more sage; 

Active life— the joys of sense 
Counsels all experience, — 

And my httle ones do well. 

Courting thee ’mong men to dwell. 

Far from this monastic cell ; 

Where passions and young blood together 
In solitude grow dry and wither. 

Oh, listen, and let charms hke these 
Thy feelings and thy fancy seize. 

Cease to indulge this misanthropic humour, 
Which like a vulture preys upon thy life ; 

The worst society will make thoo feel 
That thou, too, art a man, and among men — 
Not that I mean to mix you with the rabble. 
I’m not myself one of the higher orders ; 

But if you will in company with me 
See life, I will contrive to manage matters. 

And make arrangements to Gonvonienoe you, 
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Cheerfully — fioni this morapnt am your comrade ; 

Or, if you like me, am your servant — nay. 

Your slave. 

TAUST. And what must I give in return ? 
MEPiiiSTOPHBLES. Oh, time enough to thmk of that 
hereafter. 

FAUST. No, no ! the devil is selfish — very selfish — 
Does nothing for God’s sake or from good nature : 
Come, out with your conditions, and speak plainly — 
There ’s little luck, I trow, with sucli a servant. 
MEPHISTOPHELES. I bind myself to he thy servant 
here. 

To run and rest not, at thy beck and bidding ; 

And when we meet again m yonder place. 

There, in like manner, thou shalt be my servant. 
FAUST. That yondeb place gives me but small 
concern ; 

When thou hast first shattered this world to atoms. 
There may bo others then, for aught I care. 

All joys, that I can feel, from this earth flow. 

And this sun .shines upon my miseries ! 

And were I once divorced from them I care not 
Wkat may hereafter happen — of the.so things 
I’ll hear no more— I do not seek to know 
If man, in future life, still hates and loves ; 

If in those' spheres there bo, as well as hero, 

Like differences of suffering and enjoyment, 
Debasement and superiority. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. With feelings such as these you 
well may venture. 

Make only the engagement, and at once 
All will be pleasure — I have lare devices. 

And of my craft will show thee many marvels, 
Right strange and merry scenes will conjure up : 
fSlghts shalt thou ace that man hath never seen. 
FAUST. Thou — what hast thou — ^poor devil 7 The 
mind of man, 

Man’s seeking, struggling spirit — ^hopea — aspirings 
Infinite — are they things to be conceived 
By natures such as thou art ? Yet hast thou, 

12 
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Poor devil, in tliy degree a •whore'wifclial 
To wile and win ns ; delicates unoleying 
Are-— aio they not ? — among those hires of thino ? 
Yea ! hast thou the red gold that restlessly 
Like quicksilver shdea from the hand — a game 
At which none wins, yet is it play ? — a girl 
That with her lavish arms around my bieast. 

With willing eyes ogles and wooes another. 

— And splendom’ hast thou ? — rank — wilt give mo 
these ? 

The starlight meteors of ambition’s heav'n ? 

Aye ! lot me see this pleasant fruit of thino 
That lots before we gather it — the trees 
That each day bud and bloom anew.' 
MEPHiSTOrnEUES. Pino things to fancy !-— to bo 
sure you shall 

Have this or any thing you wish to ask for, — 
Something loss spiritual were something better ; 

But by and by we’ll find the Doctor’s taste 
Improving, — we’ll have our own pleasant places, 
And our tit-bits — and our snug little parties, 

And — what will keep the Doctor’s spirit quiet ; — 

— 1 promise you, you’ll feel what comfort is. 

PATJST. Comfort and quiet ' — no, no ! none of theso 
Por me — I ask them not — I sock them not. 

If ever I upon the bed of slotb 

Lie down and rest, then he tho hour, in which 

I so lie down and rest, my last of hfe, 

Canst thou by falsehood or by flattery 
Delude me into self-oomplacont smiles, 

Cheat me into tranquillity ? oome, then, 

And welcome life’s fast day — be this our wager. 
MBPEasi’QrHEnEs. Done. 

JrATTSTi Done, say I — clench we at once the bargain, 
ff ever time should flow so calmly on, 

Soothipg my spirits into such oblivion. 

That in the pleasant trance I would arrest, 

' The worlde that neweth every daie. 

Gower, Oonfessio Amanti^, 
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And hail the happy moment in its conrse, 

Bidding it linger 'with mo — ‘ Oh, how fair 
Art thou, deUcious moment ! ’ — ‘ Ilappy days, 

Why will ye flee ? ’ — ‘Bah- visions ! yet a little 
Abide with me, and bless me — fly not yet,’ 

Or words like these — then throw me into fetters — 
Then willingly do I consent to perish ; 

Then may the death-bell peal its heavy sounds ; 
Then is thy service at an end — and then 
The clock may cease to strike — the hand to move — 
Bor me be time then passed away for over ! 
MMPniSTOPHELES. Think well upon it — wo w'ill not 
lorget. 

rAtJST. Remember, or forget it, as you please ; 

I have resolved — and that not rashly : here. 

While I remain, I needs must he a slave — 

What mattoi, therefore, rvlielher thine, or whose ? 
MEPinsTOPHELES. I’ll then, belike, at the Docioes’ 
Beast to-day 

Attend, your humble friend and servitor. 

Just one thing more — as life and death ’s uncertain. 
I’d wish to have a line or two in writing. 

'^AtrsT. And dost thou ask a writing, too, poor 
pedant ? 

Know you not Man ? Man’s nature 7 or Man’s word ? 
Is it not enough that I have spoken it ? 

My very life— all that I have and am, 

What is it but an echo of my word, 

Pledge of the will that gives it utterance ? 

1£ words be nothing, what is writing more 7 
Is the world’s oour.se one sea of stonny madness, — 
Its thousand streams, m conflict everlasting, 

Raving regardlessly 7 roll they not on 7 
Must they not roll 7 — and can it be that I, 

In this perpetual movement, shall not move — 

Held back, the slave and prisoner of a promise 7 
Yet in this fancy all believe alilce: 

If a delusion, all men are deluded — 

And is there one that would be undeceived 7 
Truth and the fooling of integrity 
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Are of the heart’s oTvn essence — should they call 
For sufEerings, none repents the saorifice. 

Oh, happy he, whom Truth accompanies 

In all his walks — from outward oumbrancc free — 

Pure of all soil — dwelling withm tho heart. 

Light to his steps and guidance : oracle 
To lead or to mislead, none doth ho seek ; 

Consults no casuist, but an honest conscience ; 

Of sacrifices recks not, and lepents not. 

But a stamped paiohment and a formal deed. 

With seal and signature, all shrink fiom this 
As something that offends and wounds our nature ; 
It robs, methinks, the words of all their hfc, 

The letter, and that only binds us now ; 

Such virtue, and no other can it have. 

As seal and stamp, as wax and parchment give— 
But why ? — why argue for it or against it ? — 

Is writing more than the unwritten word ? 

— What, evil one, what is it you require ? 

Brass ? marble ? parchment ? paper ? — do you wish 
Graver or chisel 1 or plain pen and ink ? — 

Have which you please — any or all of them. 
MErmsTOFHELBS. Why this excitement ? why this 
Waste of oratory ? 

These frantic gestures ? — any scrap will do ; — 

Just scratch your name, there, in a drop of blood. 

ViHSE. A s.illy faioe. — hut it it ywi 

MBPHisxoPHELES. Blood it must he — blood has pS' 
culiar virtues. 

FAtrsT. Fear not that I will break this covenant : 
The only impulse now that sways my powers. 

My sole desire in life, is what I’vo promised ! 

I’ve been puffed up with fancies too aspiring. 

My rank is not more high than thine ; I am 
Degraded and despised by the Great Spirit; 

Hature is sealed from me ; the weh of thought 
Is shattered ; burst into a thousand threads ; 

1 loathe, and sicken at the name of knowledge. 

.hipw in the depths of sensuality 

To still these burning passions ; to he wrapped 



I’AUST’S STUDY 119 

In the impenetrahle cloak of magic, 

With things miraoulons to feast the senses ! 

Let’s fling ouiaelvos into the stream of time. 

Into the tumbling waves of accident, 

Let pain and pleasure, loathing and enjojmient, 
Mangle and alternate, as it may be ; 

Restlessness is man’s best activity. 

MUPHiSTorHELES, Nothing -whatever is there to re- 
strain you — 

If your desires bo as you say, to taste 
Of every srveet — sip all things — settle nowhere-^ 
Catching each moment -while upon tlie -wing 
In random motion all that meets tho eye, 

Rifling from every flower its bloom and fragrance, 

If any thing will do that is amusing — 

I wish you joy of this new life — come on — 

Set to at onoe — come — come, no bashful loitering. 

rATTST. Hearken. I have not said ono word of bliss — 
Henceforth do I devote and yield myself, 

Heart, soul, and life, to rapturous excitement— 

Such dizzy, such intoxicating joy, 

As, when -we stand upon a precipice, 

Clakes reel the giddy sense and the brain whirl ! 
From this day forward am I dedicate 
To the indulgence of tempestuous passion — 

Love agonizing — idolizing hatred — 

Cheering vexation — all that animates 
And is our nature ; and the heart, serened 
And separated from the toil of kno-wledge, 

Cured of the fever that so long oppressed it. 

Shall cease to shut itself against the -wounds 
Of pain : whato’er is portioned ’mong mankind 
In my orra intimate self shall I enjoy. 

With my soul grasp all thoughts moat high or deep. 
Heap on ray heart all human joys and Tvoes, 
Expand myself until mankind become 
A part, as ’twere, of my identity. 

And they and I at last together perish. 

MBPHiSTOPHELES. A pretty passion for a man to 
chei'ish ! 
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Believe me, who have for some thousand, years, 

Day after day, been champmg this hard food, 

Bitter bad diet is tile same old leaven. 

Take a friend’s word for rt who ought to know, 
Never hath man fiom cradle to the bier 
Suooceded in digesting the tough dough ; 

To man the Universal is not given. 

The Whole is only for a Giod — -m light 
He lives — eternal light — Us hath he driven 
Into the Darkness — yours is Day and Night. 
rATTST. Tins daunts not me ' 

MEUinsTOPHELES. Said boldly and said well ! 

To me there seems to be one obstacle ; 

Ars lonya, vita brevis — the old story — 

Take a few lessons more — and then determine. 

Call to your aid some builder uu of verses. 

Let liis mind wander in the fields of thought. 
Imagining high attributes to heap 
On you^ — the lion’s magnanimity — 

Tile fleetness of the stag — the fiery blood 
That dances in the hearts of Italy — 

The constancy and firmness of the North — 

Let his invention gift you with the secret. 

With lofty thoughts low cunning to combine— 

To love -n’lth all a young heart’s ardent impulses. 
Yet following closely some cold plan of reason^ — 
And thus to reconcile each contrariety. 

A pleasant person this Herr Miorocosmos, 

I think I’ve met him somewhere in sooioty. 

EAUST. What am I then — if here too all in vain 
The passions and the senses pant and strain, 

JJ thi.s— the orown of our humanity 
Is placed on heights I never can attain ? 
MEpmsTOPHELES. You are just what you are — nay 
— never doubt it. 

Heap lying curls m millions on your head ; 

On jpoks — a cubit high — plant your proud tread, 
Sou are just what you are — that's all about it 
yAUST. Alas ! in vain poor I together scraped 
.^11 that man's science till this day hath shown f 
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Atid all that lih imagination shaped, 

I in amljition’s dieams have made my own. 

A weary task it was — a sullen strife, 

And now I sit me down, helpless, alone. 

No new power oomea — no strength — ^no spring of life. 
Not by a hail’s breadth higher is my height, 

Far — far as ever from the Infinite. 

MBPiasTOPHELES. Aye ! this is Man’s presumptuous 
view — 

Mine, less ambitious, is more true — 

Why to these moody fancies give 
Tile rein 1 while living, why not live ? 

Why, what the mischief 1 you have got 

Your head — hands — haunch-paunch — and — nhat not — 

But all that 1 omploy—cnjoy — 

Is it less mine 1 When to my car 
My money yokes six spankers, nie 
'i'hcir limbs not my limbs ? Is’t not I 
On the proud raoe-oonrse that dash by ? 

Yes, I it is that sweep along, 

Swift in their speed — in their strength, sliong — 
Mine all the forces I combine — 

•Tile four-and-twenty legs are mine — 

Up ! np ! throw ofl this cloud of gloom ! 

Come 1 come ! — into the world— come 1 come ! — 

Away with dreams — your theorist 

Is — let me tell you — like a beast 

On a dry heath, whom a bad Spirit 

In one dull circle round and lound 

Keeps whirling, while on all sides near it 

The bright green pastuies everywhere abound. 

3?.virST. But how begin ? 

MEPHISXOPHELES. Fust, must we fly from hence— 
W’hat place of martyrdom is this ? what life 
Is this to lead ? or can you call it life, 

Wearying yourself and pupils thus for ever ? 

Better leave such work to your neighbour Paunch- 
man, 

Why stay to plague yourself with threshing straw ? 
Afraid, even m a hint, to intimate 
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Your beat acquirements to the boys who crowd 
Your lecture-room j even now upon the passage 
I hear the foot of one. 

FAUST. Impossible ; I cannot see him now. 
MEPHISTOPUBLES. The poor lad has been waiting a 
long while ; 

We should not let him go without some notice ; 

A quarter of an hour will do for him— 

Como, Doctor, help me on with your cap and gown. 
Trust to my wits — I rather lilce the whim— 

This masquerade dress becomes me charmingly. 

Meanwhile, you may be getting into trim 

Fit for this fashionable trip of ours. [Exit Faust. 


(MEPinsTOPHELiis in Faust’s long gown.) 

Aye, thus continue to contemn 

Reason and knowledge, man’s best powers, 

And every hope he can inherit ! 

Still speak dnspisingly of them. 
Heart-hardened by an evil spirit ; 

Soul and senses in confusion. 

Mocked by magical delusion ; 

Still indulge derision vain. 

Mine thou art, and must remain ! 

His is an eager, restless mind. 

That presses forward unconfined 
And, in the anticipation 
Of a brisk imagination, 

Ever active, still outmeasures 
The slow steps of earthly pleasures : 

Him, through the world’s wild vanity. 

Its wearisome inanity. 

Win I hurry forward, thus 

Breaking his impetuous 

And fiery temper — ho will sprawl, 

And start, and stand — then stick and fall — 
Meats and wines unsatisfying 
Shall before his bps be flying — 
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Tlie witliered spirit seeks in vain 
Healtk and refreshment to obtain — 

What need of seal and signature 
In blood, snob spirit to secure ? 

Student enters. 

STUDENT. I am but just arrived — your name 
My chief attraction ; and I came 
At once, — forgive my strong desire 
To see and speak to him, whoso fame 
Has spread so far — whom all admiro. 
MEPHiSToniELES. Fame has been most obliging, 
then : 

You see a man like other men — 

Did you seek farther, you might meet 
Abler instructors. 

STUDENT. I entreat 

Your care and counsel — with a guide 
Where could I bettor he supplied ? 

I come with heart and spirits free. 

And youth — and the professor's fee. 

My mother scarce would let mo come ; 

But I love learning more than home— 

Have for improvement travelled far 

MEPHrsTOPHEDES. And in the best place for it are, 
STUDENT. And yet, if I the truth may say, 

1 would I were again away : 

Walla like these, and halls like these. 

Will, I fear, in no wise please ! 

The narrow gloom of this cold room. 

Where nothing green is ever seen ; 

No lawn — no tree — no floweret’s bloom — 

’Mong benches, hooks, my heart is sinking. 

And my wasted senses shrinking — 

I mourn the hour that 1 came hither ; 

Ear and eye, and heart will die, 

Thought, and the power of thought, will wither, 
MEpmsTOPHELES. This is all custom : as at first 
Umvillingly the young child sips 
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Tiie breast ; Ijut booh, witli eager tliirst. 

And pressure of delighted lips, 

Clings to the mother’s heart, that gives 
The living food on which he hves ; 

Thus thou, each day more deeply blest, 

Wilt dunk from Wisdom’s nuibing breast. 

STUDENT. Oh, to my heart shall she be strained 
With love ! — but how is she obtained ? 
mephistopheles. First, let me heg, that you will 
mention 

What line of life is your intention ? 

STUDENT. Oh, I long ardently to know 
Whatever man may learn below. 

All that we contemplate on earth, 

And all that in the heaven hath birth, 

To roam through learning’s wondrous maze, 

And oompiehend all nature’s ways. 

MEPHISTOPHELE3. Bight j but by prudence still be 
guided. 

Guard most, that thought and mind be not 
Much dissipated and divided. 

STUDENT. With soul and strength will I apply, 
But now and then could seize with pleasure 
A few short hours of idle leisure. 

A little thoughtless liberty ; 

A pleasant summer holiday, 

When skies are bright, and fields aro gay. 
MEPHISTOPHBLE3. Make good use of your time, for 
fast 

Time flies, and is for ever past; 

To make time for yourself begin 
By order — method — discipline ; 

F'oi' this 1 counsel my young friend 
A course of logic to attend ; 

Thus will your mind, well-trained, and high. 

In Spanish boots staUc pompously 1 
With solemn look, and crippled pace, 

Tiie beaten road of thought will trace : 
iiloi! here and there, through paths ohligue, 

Tfl' devious wanderings idly strike ; 
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For days and days you then aio tauglil, 
That, in what hitherto had gone, 

Like eating, and like dunking, on. 

One, Two, and Tliiee, the guide must bo 
In this -vvluoh seemed till now so Tree. 
But, as the weaver’s work is wrought, 
Even so is formed the wob of thought ; 
One movement leads a thousand threads. 
Unseen they move, as uou above 
The shuttle daits, now darts below ; 

One beat oombinea a thousand twines, 
And not unlike would seem the flow 
Of mind, when Natuie thinks in us. 

But now in steps P/nlosophiis, 

To prove it could not but bo thus. 

* The first was so — the second so — 

Then must the third and fourth be so — 
And if the premises he hollow. 

That the conclusion will not follow' 

The language this of all the schools 
The Art of Weaving taught by rules 
That men profound and boys beliovs ! 

. «-Do they toaoh any one to weave ? 
Here he, who seeks to loam, or gives 
Descriptions of, a thing that lives, 

Bogins with ‘ murdoimg, to dissect 
The lifeless parts he may inspect — 

The hmhs are there beneath his knifo, 
And all — hut that which gave them life ! 
Alas ! the spiiit hath withdrawn. 

That which informed the mass is gone — 
They scrutinize it, when it ceases 
To be itself, and count its piooes — 
Fmger and feel them, and call this 
Experiment — analysis. 

Is what we handle then tlie whole ? 

Is there no animating soul ? 

In nature ia there nothing meant ’ 

No law, no language of intent ? 

Oh I could your chemist, in whose hand 
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The fragments are, but understand 
The terms he uses ! ‘ Encheiresis 
NaUirae .’ — for the phrase expresses 
With scorn, that it seems strange should be 
In -words thus accidentally. 

How less than nothing can avail 
These tricks of dabbling and detail. 

STUDENT. I camiot wholly comprehend your mean- 
ing. 

MEPiusTOPHELES. No matter — next time you’ll get 
better on — 

When you have learned to arrange, and classify, 
And body all you hear in syllogisms. 

STUDENT. My brain is stupefied — I feel 
As if, tvithin my head, a -wheel 
Was whirling round -with ceaseless reel. 
MEprasTOPHELES. Next — most important thing of 
all— 

With zeal to metaphysics fall. 

There, see— or think that you sec— plain, 

What— does not pass within the brain. 

Our faculties are too confined 
To guide us here — the human mind 
Fails — and wo are and must be blind. 

Thoughts are or are not in. the head, — 

Use sorviceahle words instead; 

But first be sure the next half-year 
At every lecture to appear — 

Five hours each day for lecturing — 

Be there the moment the bells ring. 

Be sure beforehand to prepare, 

Have read the syllabus -with care ; 

Have every paragraph wcU conned, 

Watch, lest the teacher go beyond 
Tlie matter written in his book ; 

Then os you -write his dictates, look 
That you take down verbatim, all 
And every sentence he lets fell, 

As if each sentence scripture were, 

Tha|: comes from the professor’s chair. 
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STUDENT. Thi.s, air, you neod not tell me twice— 
I feel how useful the advice; 

What one has thus in black and white, 

He can take homo with him at night. 
MEPHisTOPHELES. But what profession is your 
choice ? 

STUDENT. Law shall not over have my voice. 
MEPHISTOPHBLES. In this, I own, you show discern- 
ing : 

I know, and do not love, this learning. 

Laws everyw'hero are like the taint 
Of an inherited complaint, 

The curse of an infected race : 

Their downward progress you may trace, 

From land to land, through blighted nations. 
Afflicting distant generations — 

Reason made nonsense, good intent. 

In lapso of time warped from its true sense. 

Things for the common welfare meant, 

Becoming thus a common nuisance. 

Unhappy, that it was thy fate 
To have been born an age too late. 

3Sie laws for thy great grandsire mado 
Are laws to thee — must be obeyed — 

Must be obeyed, and why 7 Because, 

Bad though they be, they are the laws ; 

But of the rights by nature taught. 

And bom with man, they take no thought. 

STUDENT. You deepen my abhorrence for 
That, which I did before abhor — 

1 wish to learn Theology. 

MEPHisTOPHELES. I fear to load you wrong — and I 
Speak here with more of hesitation. 

It is a dangerous vocation, 

This same Theology : its ways 
Are such a tangled serpent maze — 

Such poison everywhere disguised — 

And everywhere as medicine prized — 

That which is which, or why ’tis so. 

Few can oonjeoture — none can know. 
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The best thing that the ease affords 
Ta — stick to some one doctor’s words : 

Maintain his dootrinoa out and out, 

Admit no qualifying doubt ; 

But stick to words at any rate. 

Their magic bids the temple gate 
Of Certainty fly safely opc — 

Words, words alone, are your best hope. 

STUDENT. But in each word must be a thought 

MEPHISTOMELES. There is, or we may so assume, — 
Not always found, nor always sought, 

While words — mere words, supply its room. 

Words answer well, when men enhst ’em. 

In building up a favourite system ; 

With words men dogmatize, deceive ; 

With words dispute, on words believe ; 

And be the meaning much or little, 

The Word can lose nor jot nor tittle. 

STUDENT. Pardon— I feel my questions tease 

you. 

Just for a moment more — ono word 
On Medicine, so please you. 

With but three years for it, it were absurd 
For one like me, without a guide, 

To enter on a course so wide ; 

And your ex;perieno6 may suggest, 
in such a Aefa’, what path is hesf. 

MEPHisTOPHELUs {aside), I’m sick of this pedantic 
tone. 

Too long assumed. Now for my own ! 

{Aloud.) Tile trade of medicine’s easiest of all; 
'Tis but to study all things — everywhere — 

Nature and man — the great world and the small— 
Then leave them at haphazard still to fare. 

It is, you see, plainly impossible 

That ono man should bo skilled in every science— 

Who learns the little that he can, does well ; 

The heoret of the art is self-reliance. 

A man can leain hut what he oan ; 

Whp hits the moment is the man. 
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— You are 17611 made — ^have oommon sense, 

And do not, want for impudence. 

Be fearless — others will confide no less. 

When you are confident of your success — 

The only ohstaole is indecision ; 

But, above all, win to yourself the women — 

They have their thousand weaknesses and aches, 
And the one cure for them is the Physician. 

A due consideration for the sox 

Will loach the value of decorous seeming : 

let but appearances be unsuspicious, 

And they are everything their doctor wishes. 

The title ‘ Doctor ’ is essential, 

Our university credential, 

That, as in one approved and tried. 

They may undonbtmgly confide. 

Then in the very earliest stage 

Of now acquaintanceship you lead them, 

Enjoying every privilege 

<Jf t5te-a-tSte familiar freedom ; 

Although the young physician’s eyes 
Exhibit half, and half disguise 
SouZething, like tenderness, the while 
Mingling with the habitual guile 
Of the sly acquiescent smile : 

Then may you feel the taper wrist. 

Nor will there one of them resist 
The hand professionally prest 
—Permitted boldness — on her breast, 

Or round her waist the free arm thrown, 

'To feel how much too tight her zone. 

STUDENT, This seems more feasible — one sees 
Something like reason in all this — 

Winning the household through the wife, 

MEmnsTorHELBS. Theory, friend, is old and grey, 
And green the golden tree of life ! 

STUDENT, Is this reality ? — so hke a dream 
AH seems ! May I, upon some future day, 

Besume my visit ? — learn the grounds and root 
Df thpap. vraiT driptrinps V 
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MEBHisTOPHELBS. Come when it may suit, 

STUDENT. One favour mote — ^deem not your guest 
Intrusive — grant me this request — 

Just in my album write a line. 

MEpdistophelbs With pleasure 

[Wnies, and returns the Book. 
STUDENT {reads) Bntis sicut Bens, soientes hornm 
el malum [iSAitts tt respectfulhj, and exit. 

MEPHISTOPHELUS If the Wily proverb gmde thee, 
and my cousin the sly snake, 

A weary man thy hkeneas to the gods will of thee make ' 
EAtrsT (enters). Where go we now ? 
MEPJnsroPHELES Oh ' wheresoe’er you please ; — . 
See all that’s to be seen m common life. 

And then, so please you, visit the gay world, 
Danomg and rcveUmg seot-free, and careless 
Wlio pays the piper. 

FAUST What, with my long beard? 

How shall I tiim it into decent shape ? 

And I want ease of manners, and the knowledge 
Of life — why, the oiperimont must fail 1 
I cannot — never could at any time — 

Be what society lequires : I am 
Abashed m company — shall every moment 
Be at a loss ' 

MUPHiSTOPHEuns My good friend, have no fear 
■On this score — ^be but seS-possessed — that is 
'The only art of hfe. 

FAUST. How do you mean 

To travel 7 — where are servants ? horses f carriage 7 
MEPHiSTOPHELBS. We Only spread this mantle out, 
and it 

Wafts us through air in this our dai'mg journey. 
Brmg out with you no loads of heavy baggage : 

A little gas, whioh I will soon have ready. 

Will lift us high above the earth ; — flight laden, 

We will move fast, and soon be far away ! 
iWelcome, my friehd, to the new life before you — 

A pleasant change. I wish you joy of it ! 
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Set or MranY Compattions. 

PKOSCH. Is no one laughing ’ — no one drinking ? 
Come, come, a tiuoe t> sobei thmkmg ' 

Hang these long faces — come, bo sprightly ' 

What, you that used to bla/e so brightly ! 

All dull and damp — smoking together 
Like dunghill straw m rainy weathoi ' 

BBAEDEB ’Tis yolu fault ihat we are not jolly — 
Ha-ve you no beastliness, no folly 
To tieat us to to-night ? 
rnoscH {throws a glass of wine over Brand er's head) 
Have both. 

BEANDER Bmte that you aie ' Were I not loath 

TROscu You got but what you asked me foi. 
siEBEL. Come, come, we’ll have no civil wai — 
We’ll have no difterente of opmion 
In this our absolute dominion 
WTioever quariols, kick him out — 
rNdw raise the chorus round about — 

Lift every voice, and swill, and shout — 

With holla— holla— ho ! 

ALTMAYEK. Help ! help ! I am lost — bring mo cot- 
ton ! the cheers 

Will apht open uiy skull, and play heU with my eais. 

SIEBEL When the arches ring agaui. 

We feel the bass m full power then. 

ISOSCH Right, right, say I, with all my heait , 

If any one m evil part 

Takes anything, that here is done. 

Why, kick him out, the hitch’s son 
ALTMAYEE A tara — lara — da 

rsosGH All throats are tuned. 

{Sings ) 

The holy Romish empire note. 

How does it hold together ? 
s 2 
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BRANDER. A nasty song — psha I — a political song 
A most offensive song. Thank God eaoh day, 

Eising from bed, that you have nought to say 
With governing this Romish empire ; 1 
Greatly rejoice and bless my stars therefore, 

1 am not Emperor or ChanoeUor ; 

Stall I see no sufficient reason why 
We should not have a ruler I propose 
That we elect a Rope — what qualification 
Should mark a candidate for eonseoiation. 

All of ye know. 

FROSOH (sings). Greet her. Lady Nightingale, 

Greet my love ten thousand times. 
sxheel. Love-meetings and greetings — let us not 
hear of them. 

FB 08 cn. Love-greetings and meetmgs — who can 
keep clear of them ? 

(Hings.) 

Undo the door in stilly night — 

Open latch — thy love keeps watch ; 

Eor thy sake — ^is he awake, 

Shut-to the door at morning's light. 
siEBEL. Yes ! sing, sing on — a little while sing on ! 
Sing her sweet praises ! — I wiU laugh anon. 

Me she deceived, and thee she is deceiving, 

Devil that she is — whom there is no believing — 

Has played tbe same tricks with each man that sought 
her--* 

I wish some goblin of the forest caught her 
On a cross-road — or that, from the witch-dances 
On Blooksberg, trotting home, an old buck-goat, 
With his long-hearded chin and meg-a-geg throat, 
Made np to her — ^’tis some such bnite she fancies; 
A young fellow of proper flesh and blood, 

To be thus thrmvn away ware far too good ; 
iVom me no serenading should she gain, 

Other than dashing in eaoh window-pane. 
pkAiTOBB {striking onthe table). Silence there—silenoe 
-~gll attend to me— 
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Gentlemen, I knrnv life, and Low to liye; 

And, as some of us seem in love to be, 

A song for love-sick people will I give. 

Your merry singer is the best physician 
Eor a poor devil in such sad condition. 

Here all of you attend — come, cease your chattering — 
And listen to a song of the first pattern. — 

And all join in the ohonis ; — 


(dinys.) 

Once in a cellar lived a ral. 

Whose paunch each day grew smoother ; 

He dined on butler, supped on fat, 

And looked like Doctor Luther. 

The cook pub poison in his way. 

And when our poor rat tasted it, 

He felt a cramping in his heait. 

As fierce as if Love -wasted it 

As fierce as if Love wasted it. 

And he ran round, and out ho ran, 

And looking for a cure, he 

Drank at each puddle, gnawed, and scratched. 

And raved in perfect fury. 

In pain he fell — in pain he sprang. 

The cook with pleasure gazed at it ; 

Poor creature felt at heart a pang. 

As fierce as if Love wasted it. 

As fierce as if Love wasted it. 

And torture drove him at noon-day 
To run into the kitchen; 

He fell down on the hearth, and lay 
Convulsing there and screeching. 

Loud laughed the cook to see him .sprawl 
In death, and feel she hasted it ■ 

Ha ! ha ! quoth she, your heart is gone, 

As sure as if Love wasted it. 

As sure as if Love tcasted if. 
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SIEBEL. How the heavy logs enjoy it, 

As if a rat had nothing good. 

And ’twore a virtue to destroy it. 

BRANDBE. The rats, it seems, are special favourites ; 
Creatures of gentle generous blood. 

And hold high place in your good graces. 
ALi'MAYEE. Old baldpate, with the paunch there, — 
how hi.s wits 

Are gone ' — to him the rat’s case his own case is — 
With food too good for it the belly swollen, 

Then the poor thing in death convulsions rolhng — 
No wonder it should jar and strike 
Upon hia nerves — it is too like. 


MEpmsTopnEiiES and Fatjst enter. 

MEPHiSTOPnELES (in conversation wiih Fatist). — And 
first I feel anxiety, 

To show you our ‘ Society 
Of merry fellows ’ ; — free and gay, 

Hegular rioters are they. 

And then whole hfe is holiday ; 

The requisites for happiness 

Are few, are — what these men possess t 

With lively spirits — self-conceit — 

And little, very little wit — 

’Tis the same life, the whole year round, 

The self-same set together found ; — 

Each night, their songs — their drink — their game — 
Their mirth — their very jests the same ; 

And as its tall diverts a kitten, 

So tliey with their own jokes are’ smitten ; 

They ask no more than thus to sup — 

Without a head-ache to gat up — 

And while the host wiE credit give 
Are satisfied-~and thus they live 1 
bEAkdeb. They’re traveUera off a journey, you may 
see it 

In tbei^r odd maimers— -are not here an hour. , 
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I'ROSCH. You’re rigiit, quite right ( Leipzig, say I, 
for ever ! 

Leipzig ’a a little Paris in itself : 

You’d know our Leipzig people anywhere. 

Their niarmers are so finished. 

siEBEL. But these strangers, 

What think you, aie they ? 

BEOSOH. Only wait a moment — 

In the twinkle of a bumper I will tell you — 

I’ll ■worm it out of them as easily 
As draw an infant's tooth : let me alone 
For managing them ; I guess that they belong 
To the nobility, they look so haughty, 

So distant, — you would almost say— displeased. 
BBANDEB. They are mountebanks, I’ll lay you any 
wager. 

ALTMAYEK. Probably. 

FEoacir. See if I don’t smew it out. 

MEpmsTOPHELEs (fo Faust). Always the same, they 
never scent the devil. 

Even when ho has them by the nape of the neck. 
EAUST. Your servant, gentleman — 

, ’SlBBEL. Tlianfcs, sir, and yours — 

{Looking at Mephisiopheles ; in a loxo tons.) 
The fellow lunps a bttlo on one foot. 

MEPHISIOPHELES. Will you permit us to sit down 
with you. 

And for good wine, uhich cannot be had here. 

Give us the pleasure of good company ? 

ALiMAYEE. You Seem a most fastidious gentle- 
man. 

EEoscH. You are lately come fiom Rippach, are you 
not, sirs 7 — 

Hava been at supper with old Hans to-night ? 
MEPHISIOPHELES. To-day we did not stop ; — last 
time we spoke to him 

He told US some good stories of bis cousins — 

And sent his oomplimenta to each of you. 
altmayer. a home-tbrust that — the fellow ’® not to 
be done. 
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aiEBBi. He knows the world, and how to make onb 
life. 

lEOSOH. Waib, wait, until I’ll have him before 

long. 

MEpmsTOPHELBS. Was I deceived, for just as we 
came m 

Wo heard, or thought we heard, a merry ohotu.s 
Of practised voices 1 — what a rich effect 
Muaio must have along this vaulted roof. 

PEOSCH. You are a virtuoso then — 
MEPHrsTOPnELBS. Oh, no ! 

My skiU is next to none — but I love muaio. 
AiiTMAYEE. Givo US a song — 

MBPHISTOPHELES. A hundred, if you please. 

SIHBBI,. Something original — something brand-new. 
MEphistopiieles. We’re just returned from Spain, 
romantic Spain, 

The land of wine and song. 

(Sings.) 

Once on a time there was a king, 

A lovely queen had he — 

But dearer far than queen or son. 

He loved a big black flea. 

BEOSOH. A flea I is it poasiblo I heard him right ? 
A Aiia'j dn, Vorio a gnesi/kiO grmn u. q/a’xwuu': 

Once on a time, there was a king, 

A lovely queen had he — 

But dearer far than queen or son, 

He loved a hig black flea ! 

He called the royal tailor. 

Who measures him, and stitches 
A coat for the young favourite. 

And a little pair of breeches. 

BEATTOEE. Forget not, sii’e, to charge the tailor 
strictly 

That they be well and fashionably made— 
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And as he sets a value on his head, 

That he shall leave no seam, or plait, or 'wrinhle ! 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Of silk and satin were the clothes 
Our young lord looked so flue in — 

He sported ribands — and a cross 
Upon his breast was shining ! 

Soon Minister, be wore a star'. 

Lived splendidly and gaily. 

His poor relations all got place. 

And thronged the palace daily. 

And Queen and Maid got bites .and stings. 

And were afraid to scratch ’em ; 

They cursed the flea and all his kin. 

But did not dare to catch ’em ! 

But we, if we get sting or bite. 

None hinders us to scratch ’em ; 

And if the fleas be troublesome, 

We kill them when we catch ’em. 

CHORUS.— ..-Ind if, tfcc. 

't'RosoH. Bravo ! biavo ! that was excellent, 
SiEBEi/. We’ll catch and play the devil with the 
fleas. 

^RAifDEB. With pointed nail and finger, pressed 
together. 

ALTMAYEE. Ercedom and Wine for ever ! — Wins and 
Freedom ! 

MEPHiSTQPHBLES. Willingly would I drink long life 
to Freedom ; 

But that your wines are execrably bad. 

siEBEL. You must not venture to say this again ! 
MEPHisTOPHELES. Only I fear to vox our wnrthy 
host, 

Fd give you something better from our cellars. 
siKBEu Out with it then. I’ll take the blame on 
me. 

EBOSCH. Bour out a bumper if you wish to please 
us— 
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None of your sample thimblefuls for me — 

When I try wine, I like a deep long draught — 

That is the only way to judge of it. 

Altmaybb (in a lota voice). I’ve strong suspicions 
they are from the Rhine. 

MEPHiSTOPHBLES. Bring me a gimlet. 

BBANDER. What to do with it i— 

You cannot have your wine-casks at the door. 
ALTMAYEB. Behind, there, is the landlord’s chest of 
tools. 

MEPHiSTOPHELES (tahing up the gimlet). Now say 
what wine you wish. 

PBosen. What do you mean 1 

Have you so many ? 

MEPinsTOpHELBS. Each may choose his favourite. 
ABTMAYEB (lo Fbosoh). Ha ! you begin to lick your 
'lips already. 

PEOSCH. Well then, if I may choose, I’ll take the 
Rhenish : 

The best gifts we receive are from our country. 
MEPHiSTOPHELEs {boring a hole in ike edge of the table 
opposite Feosoh’s seat). Now get a little wax— 
and make some stoppers. 

AX.TBIAYEB. ’Tia plain that they are jugglers. 
MEPHTSTOPHELBS (to Bbasdeb). Sir, youT choice? 
BBANBEB. I’ll have Chamjiagne — sparkling Cham- 
pa^e for me ! 

[MspHiSTOpnELES hores again ; one of the party 
has in the mean hme prepared the wax stoppers 
and stopped the gimlet holes. 
bbASTOEE. One cannot always do without the 
Foreigner — 

But give him to me in the shape of wine. 

A true-horn German hates with all his heart 
A Frenchman — but their wines are excellent. 

SiEBBE (as Mephistopheijes approaches his seat), I’d 
have you know I hate all acid wines — 

I'Give me a glass of genuine sweet ! 

' Jj.BPHlS'rqpHELES, Tokay 

Ptep let it he. 
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ALTMAYiE. No, gentlemon, this won't do ! 

Now look me straight in the face, old mountebank: 

I Bee you but bamboozle iia ! — 

MEPHisTOPiiELES. Yes ! ves ! 

A very likely story — to play tricks 
On noble guests like you ! n.ow fast — make ready — 
Out with the word — pray, sir, what wine shall I give 
you ?— 

ALTMAYEB. Any and all ! whatever I can get. 
[After all the holes are bored and stopped, Mephis- 
TOPUELKS, with strange gestures.) 

Crapes arc of the vine-hranch born; 

The buck-goat’s ia a branch of horn 
Wine is sap— and grapes are wood. 

The wooden board yields wine as good. 

All is clear to him that soeth — 

Lift the veil and look beneath. 

It is hut a deeper glance 
Under Nature’s countenance — 

Now behold — your prophet saith — 

Miracles — if you have faith. 

Every man draw up his stopper, 

And drink such wine ns he thinks proper. 

All [as they draw the stoppers, ami the wine each has 
chosen runs into his glass). 

Plow on, blight rill — ^flow on and fill 
Our hearts with joy — ^flow on at will ! 
MEEH1STOPHELE3. Drink — but be oaulious how you 
spill : 

There ’s danger if a drop but falls. 

[They drink repeatedly. 

ALL [sirtig). 

That we will— that we will ! — 

Happy as the cannibals : 

Like five hundred swine we swill. 

Mbphistopebles. Look at them, they're the happi- 
est of men. 
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I'AtrsT, Take me away — I’ll not come here again. 
JlEpmsTOPHELES. Wait till you see them in their 
glory : 

We’ll soon have fun ! 

SIEBEL {/Imlcing carelessly, spills some of the wine, 
wMch turns to flame). Help, help ! fire, fire 
Hell file ! 

MEPinsTOPHELls. Down, friendly Element ' — bo 
still, I say — 

— This time ’twas but a drop of purgatory ' 

SIEBEL. What means die fellow ? Damn him — ^ho 
shall pay 

Dearly for this ; you’d thinlc he did not know us. 
PEOSOH {to Mbpiiistopheli 2 &). Better take care no 
tricks like this to show us. 

ALTMATBK. The aoonoi we get lid of him the better— 
There ’a nothing to be had from such a debtor, 
SIEBEL. You, air, aie guilty of strange impropriety ; 
Plajdng your mountebank pranks in such society. 
MEPinsTOPHELES. Silence, old wine-tub 1 
SIEBEL. Broomstick ! one would think 

He might rest satisfiod with these feats of his, 
Without being impudent into the bargain. 

BEANDEK. Be Silent, and thankful that we do npb 
flog you ! 

ALTMAYEE (draws a stopper out of the table ; fire flies 
out). I’m burnt — I’m burning ! 

SIEBEL. Kill him — kill the scoundrel ! 

He ’s a magician ! — ^KiU him ! he ’s fair game t 
[They draw their Icnives and attach Mephistopb;eee3, 

(mephistopheles with solemn gestures). 
Wandering voices mock the ear ' 

Dorms, that phantoms are, appear ! 

Be ye far away, and near ! 

Be ye there ! and be ye here ! 

[They stand gazing on each other in amazement, 

altmaeee. Where am 1 1 — ^in what lovely land ? 
EEosoh. What a show of vineyards near ! 
siifEiau Clustering grapes invite the hand. 
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BBANDEE. See thorn through the green leaves here — 
Ripe and heavy — look at them ; — 

Oh ! what grax^es and such a stem ' 

[He seizes Siebel bt/ the nose. The others do the 
same one with the other, and are raising (heir 
knives. 

MEPHISTOPHEMS (as from above). 

Clouds of Error pass away ! 

See ye how the Devil can play ! 

Let each startled reveller 
See who plays the Devil here. 

[Vanishes with Eaust. The fellows start 
back from one another. 

SMBEL. What ’b this ? 

ALTMAYEE. HoW ’s this 1 

rEOsoH. Is this your nose ? 

DE.iNDEE [to sibbel). And yours, on which my 
fingers close ? 

ALTMAYEE. I feel the shock through every limb ; 

A chair ! — I faint ! — my eyes grow dim ! 

3SIOSOH, What IS the matter rvith you all t 
SIEBBL, Whore is he ? what ’s become of him 1 

If I can catch him, how I shall 

AtTMAYBE. Catch him, indeed ! ’tis easy trying 
To deal with such — I saw him flying 
Out of the cellar on a cask — 

You may as well give up the task : 

Heavy as lead these feet of mine 
Are grown.— (ritj-ninp towards the table.) We’ve lost 
our well of wine. 

SIEBBL. AU was deception — ^triok — design ! 

EEOSCH. Yet, what I drank, I thought was wine ! 
BBAHDEE. The ripe grapes too — did they deceive ? 
—Who after this can but believe ? 
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Oti a low health a large cauldron is on the Jii e — in the thich 
smoke are discovered several strange figures. A femalh 
Cat- ATE {httle long-tailed monkey) is sitting htside the 
cauldron, to shim it, and take care it does not ioil over. 
The male Cat-ape, with the young ones, sits near, 
waiminghimself ; — jantastie articles of furniture, suit- 
able to the place, seen hanging from the walls, cfcc. 

Eahst and Mephistopheles. 

EAEST. This seiweleas witohoraf t sickens and disgusts 
me — 

And, sayesb thou that I shall recruit life’s powers, 
Here, in this loathsome den of filthy madness ? — 
Shall I petition an old hag lor counsel ? 

And can the nauseous puddle of that pot 
Make me a younger man by thirty wintei's ? 

There ’s little hope if thou hast nothing better—? 

My expectation is already gone ! 

— Is there in Nature no restorative 
But this ? Has Spirit never yet devised 
Means different to restore tlie spring of life ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. Now do I rocognizB my friend’s 
good sense ; — 

Yes ! there are also natural means, by which 
Life’s bloom and vigour may again be given ; 

But in a different book this lesson lies. 

And it forms an odd chapter. 

EAEST. I will learn it. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. There is a means, and it requh’es 
not gold. 

Magic, or medicine ; — away with you 
Into the fields — begin to hew and delve— 
tkmflne yourself, and limit every wish 
Within a narrow circle — feed upon 
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Meats, simpla, uiicliaguised — and live, in short, 
Beast-like, ’mong beasts — deem it no degiadatiotv 
Thyself to spread the dung upon the field, 

Tlie growth of which thou art to reap — this ia 
Indeed the heat way to repair life’s powers. 

And wear at eighty a hale countenance. 

I'AUST. This cannot be — am not used to il — 
Hot can I learn to take up now the spade — 

Such narrow life would never do for me. 
MEPHiaTOPHELES. We must recur then to the witch. 
IFAUST, Why so ? 

— ^What ’s the particular use of an old hag 
In the matter ? Can’t you cook the draught yourself ? 
MEPHi.sTornELES. That were a pretty wasto of time 
—why, man, 

A thousand bridge.s might be built, before 
’Tia done — it asks not skill and science only. 

But patience must brood over it — the spirit 
In silenoe must remain for years fermenting ; 

Time, and time only, cleats and strengthens it, — 

All things belonging to it are mysterious — 

Its powers and its ingredients wonderful — 

Trtte — ’twas the devil that first invented it, 

But yet the devil can’t make it — look — look, yonder — 
What a handsome orew they aie— both maid and 
man. — 

{To (ke Apes.) It seems tbs mistress is from home. 

THE APES. Gone from home — to the rout. 
Through the chimney she went out ; 

Gone to carouse 

On the chimney stone on the top of the house ! 

MEPHiaTOPHELEs. Will she stay 
Bong away 1 

APES. ’Twixt the time she comes and goes, 

We can scarcely warm our toes. 

HEPHiSTOPHELES. What think yon of these dear 
'■ young creatures 7 

Faust. All makes me sick — voice, form, and fsa^ 
tures 1 

KBPHisTOPHEtES- Well, I must own, I greatly relish 
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The graces which their style emhelliah. 

[To the Apes. 

Tell me, exeorahle hahy, 

What the moss you mingle may be— 

And. the lumps, my pretty jewel ! 

That are floating in the gruel. 

APES. A beggar’s dish — ^we boil and stew it. 
MEPHiSTOPHELES. And most men, without knowing, 
chew it. 

OLD APU [jaiuning upon Mephistophbles). Throw 
the dice — begin, begin — 

I am poor, so let me win — 

Me to win, and you to lose, 
la the way that I would choose — 

Money ’s all in all ; — the witch 
Is made honest, if made rich. 

Give me gold, and by that rule. 

Who will say I am a fool 1 
MEPHiSTOEHCLES. As the Ape talks of gold, see his 
lips growing watery, 

I wish wo could get him a share in the Lottery. 

raiE OLD APD {while the young Cat- apes are playing anti 
rolling round a large howl). 

Such is the world ! 

So is it tsvirled, 

Now rolling onward. 

Now rolling downward, 

Ceaselessly, restlessly, 

StiU does it spin; 

Like glass it is brittle, 

And broken by little, 

Glimmering, shimmering. 

Hollow within — 

Living am I — 

Stop, my dear son. 

Thy sporting have done, 

Think thou must die I 
All is clay. 

And must crumble away ! 
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Meehistopeeles. What ’s the purpose of the sieve ? 
APE. If a man comes here to thieve, 

With this eye-glass thus we view him ; 
r.aise it thus, and thus look through him. 

[Euns to the Female, and makes her look through 
it at llEPKISTOPHELEg. 

Through the sieve look there — look straight — 
Head his features — ^read his fate. 

Answer, if thou art not deaf — 

Dost thou know him — the old thief ? 

Dost thou dread, from fear or shame. 

To name him by his proper name ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. .^d what ’s the meaning of the 
pot ! 

APE. How silly a sot. 

To ask what ’s what ; 

The fool knows not 
The use of the pot — 

The use of the kettle — 
MEPHISTOPHELES. Unmannerly wittol. 

Be quiet a little. 

APE. Be brisk— take the whisk, — and sit down on 
''the settle. [Forces MuPHisiopmsLES to sit down. 

SAUST iuiho has been all this time iejore a glass, nov) 
approaching, and now standing off from it). 

■What is this that I see — how heavenly fair 
The form that shines in this enchanted glass ! 

Oh ! lend me, Love, thy swift and silent wings, 
That I may fly away to where she is ! 

Near me she seems, yet hopelessly removed, 

And living in another atmosphere ! 

Alas ! if from this spot I do hut stir. 

If I but venture to approach more near, 

There seems a dusky cloud to gather o’er her ; — 
Image of woman, beyond woman fair. 

Oh 1 beautiful transcendently— has Earth 
Charms such as this — ^in that reclining form. 

Say rather that all charms of many heavens 
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United are, — Can this indeed bo woman ? 

Can this, indeed, be a created being ? 
MEPHiSTOPHDLES. Fine cause ol wonderment ! — 
after seven days 

Of work, if he who made this pretty world. 

And who admired his workmanship, made something, 
Worth looking at ! Aye, gaze on her in rapture — ■ 
This, by the way, is one of these same treasures 
That I am pretty safe in promising : 

Blessed the man who brings the fair bride home t 

[Faust continues looking into the glass — ^Mephis- 
TOPHELES, lolling on the settle, and with the 
whisk in his hand, continues speaking. 

Hero on my kingly throne I sit me down. 

With sceptre too — I only want a crown. 

THE APES {who have been 'paying all kind of fantastid 
gambols, bring Mbphistopheles a orown 
with loud acclamations). 

Monarch proud — 

With sweat and blood 
Smear it — wear it — 

[They handle the orcnon awkwardly, and break it 
in two pieces, with which they go dancing about. 
’Tls done — ’twas to bo ; 

We apeak and wo see — 

Wo Aearien — we faifen — 

We rhyme and we reason, 

EATjsi {still befoi e the glass). Alas ! T feel ray senses 
leaving me. 

MEPHTSTOPHEtBS. Attd Stranger still, even my head *8 
growing giddy ! 

APES. We have words, and we can link 
Syllables that chime and chink ; 

Sense unsought — thus is caught ; — 

Every jingle is a thought — 

Every word with meanmg fraught— 

Language, glib and random, thus 
Does the work of thought for us ; 
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Let but your own fancy niinglo 
Witli the jargon and the jingle, 

As you hsteu to tho lays ; 

Bring tho meaning you are gleaning, 

Give the poet all the praise. 

VATTST {as before). My heait ’s on fire — let us 
depart. 

MEPHISTOPHOLBS. This 13 the true poetic art — 
And I have never met with prettier poets. 

Could they but keep the secrets of their trade. 

[The caiddi on, which the Eomale Cat- Ape has for- 
gotten to attend to, begins to boil over — a great 
blaze arises, and sti earns up the chimney, — Thb 
Witch comes down thrmgh the flame with 
horrid so earns. 

THE WITCH. Ou ! Ou ! Ou I Ou ! 

Damned beast ! ciused sow ' — 

The pot has boiled over — tho bioth ’s overtuined. 
The liquor is lost, and the Mistress is burned ! 
Damned beast — 

And what is this ? 

[Seeing Faust and Mepiiistopheles. 
And who are ye ? 

What brings ye here ? 

Who sent ye heie V 
May fiery pain 
Burn bone and brain ! 

[Dips the skimming ladle in the cauldron, and 
sprinkles the flames at Faust, Mephistophcles, 
and the Oat- Apes — the Apes whine. 
MEPHISTOPHELES {flourishes the fan, and breaks pots 
and glasses). Broken, broken ! 

Hell- broth splashing, 

Glasses crashing. 

Payment for the words you’ve spoken ! 

It is all in sport, my honey ! 

Nothing but a frolic funny ! 

Keeping time, old carrion odious, 

Fitly with thy voice melodious ' 

[The Witch steps back with rage and ostonishmeM. 
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Knowest thou no moro than that o’ me, 

Thou raiV'boned old Anatomy ! 

Skeleton ! the devil blast her ! 

— ^Kiiow you not your Lord and Master ? 

Shall I dash the old deceiver’s 
Bones into a thousand shivers ? 

Smash her, and cats, and crooks together ? 

— ^Know ye not my vest’s red leather ? 

Know ye not the cook-tail feather ? 

What mask is there upon my features. 

To hide me thus from my own creatures ? 

And am I called upon to mention 
My name, my rank, and my pretension ? 

THE WITCH. Pardon, my Lord, this rough salute ; 

I do not see the cloven foot,— 

And where arc your two lavens ? — Where 

inspHiSTOPHELES. Enough, old fool, — for once I 
spare ; — 

’Tis long since we have met, and strange 
Has heen, in such a time, the change — 

The world’s grown wise — m every movement 
Is seen the Spirit of Improvement ; 

Eaform to everything extended — 

Among the rest the devil is mended ; 

For court has left his wildernesses, 

Thrown oS Ms ancient savage dresses ; 

The curling tail and talons horrid. 

And horns to guard the wrinkled forehead. 

AH gone — the northern phantom ’s vanished, 

By modern education hamahad ! 

— 'As to the foot — against my will, 
t hear that witness with me still j 
’Twould injuie me in the good graces 
Of some who figure in high places ; 

So, what I can, I do to hide it. 

And for the purpose, am provided 
With padded calves — and thus am able 
jTo limp no more than ’s fosMonahle — 

Many young men, that X might mention, 

•mm themseiyea of the invention. 
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THE 'wiTOHt Satan again — my own old boy, 

Once more with me ! — ^I’ll die with joy. 
MEPHisTOPHELns. Woman, that name — I beg to be 
excused — 

Call me not so again. 

THE wiTCn. And why 1 and wherefore ? what the 
mischief ails 
The good old name ? 

MEPHiSTOPiiELBS, It has been too much used, 
And sounds hka something in the faiiy tales ; 

Is so familiar, that men deem it fable ; 

Men believe nothing now above the level 
Of every-day expeiience — they are able 
To disprove all things ; — don’t believe a letter 
That speaks of me, — are they for this the better ? 
— Devils that they are, xiey don’t believe a devil 1 
Call me Lord Baron — no one c.an object 
To that, or some such title of respect. 

I am a cavalier, as good 
As any— ant of ancient blood ; 

Look at my soutoheon, all who doubt it — 

See here — I never go without it. 

• [Stiuts about with pompous gestures. 

TcmwiTCB {laughing immoclaately). Hal ha! — this 
is so like you — is so clever — 

You’re, alter all, tho same gay rascal ever ! 

MEPHISTOPIIBLES {to FauSt). This, eveiyday’s ex- 
perience teache,s. 

Is the true way to deal with witches. 

THE WITCH. What, gentlemen, would you desire 
To diinlc ? 

MEPmsTOPHELEa, I thank you — we require 
A bumper — one will be enough — 

Of— you know well tho right old stuff. 

Give us the oldest you have here. 

{To Faust), Its strength is doubled every year ! 

THE WITCH. Most Willingly — ^you need not ask 
A second time — here is a flask. 

I taste myself, now and agam — 

Yqu’U not find any smell remain. 
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Here — take a dram— but if I give it 
To bim — you know lie can’t outlive it 
An hour, unless some charm, protect 
His life from the assured effect. 

MEPEiSTOPHELEa. He is afriend, ’twill do him good — 
Thrives like yourself on witches’ food — 

There ’s nothing you can give that is 
Too strong for such a stomach as his. 

Come — chalk your circle— chant your charm — 

Fill high the cup, ’twill do no harm. 

[This Witch, toith extraordinai y gestures, describes 
a circle, and places strange things within U. 
Meantime the glasses begin to chime and ring ; 
the caldron to sound and make music. Lastly, 
she brings a great hook, places the Cat-Apes 
within the circle ; one is made to serve her for 
a reading-desk, others hold torches. She signs 
to Faust to approach. 

FAUST {to Mbpiiistopheles). No, no I I’m sick of 
the whole scene ! 

What good is it ? what can it mem 7 
These raving gestures ? and this rapid 
Torrent of nonsense ? filthy — vapid 
And loathsome cheat.-— I’ve seen such stuff 
Before ; and hated it enough ! 

MEPHiSTOPHELEs. ’Tis pure profession al farce — mere 
fudge— 

You should not be so hard a judge ! 

She is but acting the physician ; 

This hocus-pocus eidiibition 

Assists the onre—makes the draught operate 

With good effect, and at the proper rate. 

[She makes Faust enter the circle. 

XHK WITCH {with a strong emphasis, begins to declaim 
from the book). 

Understand me let all men ! 

Of One make Ten, 

Let Two go then: 

Bid Three 
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Now be 

The square of Three: 

Thus the Witch 
Makes you rich ; 

Drop Four 
From TOur score : 

From Five and Six 
You should fix 

To take Seven and Eight away, 

Then all is clear as day. 

And Nine is One, 

And Ten is None, 

This is the Witch’s One-timos-one. 
fAXTST. She seems in earnest, old deceiver ! 

— IIow like the ravings of a fever I 

MBPHiSTOPHELES. There is an endless volume of this 
stuff — 

,I ought to know it — I’ve lost time enough 
PU7zling it out — for downright contradiction 
Is, to the wise and fools, an equal mystery. 

My Mend, in the old almanack of history, 

You’ll lind such jumbles made of fact and fiction ; 
Arid by the help of this, or some snob juggle. 
Errors spread wide ; — ^truth suffers in the struggle. 
Hoctrines are lisped by infants ; taught in schools, 
And are believed : for who contends with fools ? 

To oustomary words men still will link 
Their faith — poor dolts — ^imagining they think ! 

THB WITCH. The height, the might, 

Of wisdom’s light, 

The knowledge from the wide world hidden, 
Cheers humblest minds : 

Who seeks not finds : 

The welcome guest is the unhidden. 

PAUST. This nonsense, so like meaning, splits 
My skull. I soon would lose my wits : 

Methinks, a million fools in choir 
Are raving and will never tire. 

MBPHisropHEtHs. Enough ! enough I incomparable 

Rlhvl \ 
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Hand us tlie diink — fill the cup to the brim — 

No thimblefuls foi us — ^no niggard dubble — 

Fear not — such draught will never injure him, 

He IS one of us, and of the highest grade : 

Has drunk deep before now — be not afiaid ' 

[The Witch, mtli many ceremonies, poms the 
innh into a cup : as Faust raises it to his 
mouth, a light flame rises. 

Off with it fast — why should you fear it ? 

— Once doivn, ’twdl waim your heart and cheer it. 
How 's this ? my friend, and much the same 
As one of us — afraid of flame ? 

[The Witch dissolves the circle. Faust steps out. 
MBPHI3TOPHEEES (to Faust). Now • out at ouoe ' 
you must not rest ! 

THE WITCH (to Faust). Much good may it do ! 

{Aside ) I hope the best ! 

MBPHisTOPHELES (to The Witch) If I oau serve you, 
sure you might 

Command me, on Walpurgis night. 

THE W'lTOH. Heie IS a song— a pretty glee 
Hum it a few times, — you will see 
Some meiit m it, and effect 
More than you would at first expect. 
MEPHISTOPHEEBS (to Faust). Come, quick I bo for 
the present guided ' 

This draught will do you good, provided. 

It gets fair play; but it lequiros 
Brisk motion tdl the frame perspires, 

And its full force is felt to dart 
At once through each and eveiy part. 

And then, not sooner, will I teach 
What joys the lazy hand can reach, 

Of indolent voluptuousness. 

The pleasures that our nobles bless ; — 

Soon in thy cheery heart, I trow. 

Will Cupid roctk him to and fro. 

Already the young uiohin lurks 
Within, and in the spirit works. 

EAUST. Onoe more !— one other look into the glass ! 
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Fair form— foo fair more than a form to he ! 
MEPHiSTOPEELns Come 1 come ' no form the beau- 
ties can surpass, 

Tliat soon m living ivoman thou shalt see ' 
Aside.) With this draught m him he will meet 
i Helena in eveiy street 1 


THE STEEET 

iPAtraT (io Maboaret passing on). Fair lady, may 
I offer you my arm , 

4nd will you suffer mo to see you home 1 
MAEOABET I am no lady — and I am not fair. 

[ want no guide to show me the way home. 

[Disengages herself, and exit. 
EAUST. By Heaven, she is a lovely child; 

A fairer never met my eye, 

Modest she seems, and good and mild. 

Though something pert was her reply— 

The red lips bright — the cheek’s soft light — 

My youth hath not departed quite 1 
She passed, her timid eyes deohmng, 

Deep in my heart they still are shining — 

And her light spiiits’ lively play 
Hath stolen me fiom myself away ! 

MnPHiSTOPitELES enleis. 

FAUST. Hearken heie, sir, get me the girl ; and fast. 
MEPHrSTOPHEEBS. Tlie girl 1 — ^what giil ’ — 

FAUST. She that this moment passed. 

MEPHTSTOPHELES. What — she ? she was hnt now at 
church 

At her confession — I was thcie. 

And, hid hy the confession chair, 

Was listening to her from my Inroh. 

Boor thing — she is nil mnocenoe— 
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Had nothing in the world to tcli ! 

With such to meddle is not -well. 

'"'Her purity is a defence. 

That leaves the tempter no pretence. 

Upon this child I have no power. 

UATTST. She 's past fourteen, if she ’s an hour ! 
MEPHISTOPHBLES. Could Liederlich be worse than 
this ? 

The profligate, whose folly is. 

To think each flower of beauty his. 

Calls it a purchasable trifle. 

And every charm he sees would rifle ; 

Thinks tiuth and honour but a name — 

My friend, give up this hopeless game. 

FAUST. Sound doctrine this, most reverend, 

I hope your sermon ’s at an end : 

Now, once for all, conceited fellow, 

I am determined on’t, and tell you, 

She must, this very night, be mine : 

You and 1 part, if you decline. 

MEPmsTOPHELES. Compose yourself — be reason- 
able — 

If in a fortnight I be able 
To make out opportunities ! 

FAUST. A fortmght ! give me but seven hours I 
I want no devil to help me then. 

And ask no aid Irom any powers 
But those belonging to all men. 

To fool a child like this with ease, 

And make her anything I please. 

MEPHTSTOPEELES. How like a Frenchman ! I 
regret 

To see you digoontontod ; yet 
Why thus impatient ? the delight 
Is, after all, less exquisite, 

Than when with some delay and doubt. 

And difSoulty fenced about. 

You win the treasure guarded long ; 

Play with the pretty hhing awhile. 

And toy and trifle and beguile, 
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And to your will the 'soft wax mould, — 

As witness many a story told, 

Of true love m Italian song. 

fAUST. But, fortunately, I require 
No such incentives to desire. 

mephistophulhs. Now, not to take or give offence, 
Believe me, here all violence 
Is useless — in a little while 
The damsel may be won by guile ; — 

A stratagem, perhaps, may gam 
The fortress — storming it were 1^8,111 1 

EAUST. Give me, meanwhile, some little thing 
Of hers — a garter or a iing — 

A kerchief from her snowy breast — 

Show me the chamber of her rest ! 

MEPHISTOPHELBS. To provB how scnsibly I feel 
Your pangs, and, if I could, to heal ; 

I gratify, svithout delay, 

Y’our wish, and take you there to-day. 

EAtiST. And shall I see her ? have her ? 

MEPHTSTOPHELES. No ! 

She to a neighhour’a has to go, 

And when I find that she is gone, 

Yon may indulge yourself alone ; 

Breathe in the very room where she 
Hath slept, and dream of joys to be. 

PAtJST. May we go now ? 

MEPHiSTOPiiELES. It scarce were pleasant 

So early, 

EAUST. Make me out some present. 

MBPmsTOPHELES. Presents so soon ! tins promises 
Speedy success — they aE love dress ! 

Oh, I know many a place of pleasure, 

Where such things are, and many a treasure 

Buried of old, and soon will fmd 

Some lure to win the young thing’s mind. 
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EVENING 

A Nkat Little Boom. 

MAEQAP.ET, I would give something now to know 
The gentleman who met me, though ; 

He had a proud and princely air. 

Is one of the nobility ; 

Look on hia brow, you read it them. 

And if he were not, he would stare 

With somewhat more civility. \_EiiL 

Mephistophelbs and Eaust. 

MEPmSTOPHELES. Como in — trend softly— hut come 
in. 

PAUST (after a paiwe). Leave me, now leave me, 
I entreat. 

MEPinsTOPHBLES ('prying about). The place is tidy 
and quite ciban ; 

— ^Not every damsel’s is so neat. 

[Exit. 

patjst (lookmg mind). How calm ! how happy 
dwells the tender light 
In this still sanctuary reposing here, 

And the sweet .spirit of peace pervading all, 

And blessing all, — Spirit of peace and love, 

I give myself to thee 1 Oh, love, whose hreath 
Is fed on the delicious dew of hope. 

Be thou henceforth my life 1 

How round us breathe 
In everything the same prevailing quiet 
.iLttd neatness, and the feeling of contentment ! 

•—In. low estate what more than riches are, 

And this poor ceU how very, very happy I 
rzTe throws himself on the leathern arm-chair beside 
the bed. 
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Receive mo, thou who hast with open arm, 

Year after year, the generations gone 
Welcomed in joy and grief : how many a swarm 
Of children round this patriarchal throne 
Gathering have clung — ^perhaps beside this seat 
A happy child — I well can fancy it — 

Even now she scarce is more — on Cliristmas eve 
My love has bent her at her grandsire’s feet ; 

’Mong the good children each year to receive 
The gifts that heaven’s dear child comes down to give. 
Kissing the good old man I see her stand, 

Her young round cheeks pressed on his withered hand. 

The spirit of contentment, maiden dear. 

Is breathing in thy very atmosphere ; 

I feel it away mo while I linger here. 

The sense of neatness, felt in everything, 

Speaks with a mother’s voice, and bids thee spread 
Tno httle table with its covering, 

Tlie floor with crisp .sand crackling to the tread. 
Everywhere round the hand beloved I trace, 

That makes a paradise of any place. 

Hero could I linger hours on hours. 

Where dreams and meditative thought. 

And, nature, thy benignant powers 
Within her virgin bosom wrought, 

As day by day each influence pure. 

Of heaven and earth her heart mature, 

And fain would welcome forth, and win 
To light, the angel from within. 

Here lay the slumbering child, her tender breast 
Eilled with the warmth of happy life ; and heie 
The heavenly image, on the soul imprest. 

Came out, as clouds past oS, divinely clear. 

And thou ? what brings tlieo Wther now ? 

In this mad moment what art thou ? 

These softenings of the heart ! and then 
‘jehis rage of wild desire again 1 
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Poor Faust ! lias some magio cloud 
Befooled thine eyes ? thy reason bowed ? 

Else why this burning passion strange ? 

And why to love this sudden change ? 

Are we the sport of every breath of air ? 

And, should she now return and meet 
Thee here, how would the boaster shrink 
Into the coward ! at her feet 
In what confusion sink ! 

MBPHISTOPHELES (entering). Away — I see her at the 
door. 

PAtrsT. I go, and I return no more. 
MEPHiaTOPiliiLES. This casket, with its jewels rare, 
I got it — but no matter where— 

Or— what was to be given instead, — 

Some things are better left unsaid ; — 

Quick — put it in the press — ’twill seize on 
Her fancy — lull asleep her reason ; 

Then, guess you, how the dream will end. 

I got them for another friend : 

The casket and the trifles in it 
He thought might buy a happy minute ; 

And he was one who knew the fashion 
In which to woo, and woman’s passion ; 

But child is child, and maid and lover 
Play the same game the wide world over. 

PAUST. I know not ; ought I ? 

MBPHisTOPHEiEs. Can you ask it ? 

Perhaps you wish to keep the casket ; 

If so — and that ’tis avarice — 

I wish you joy of this cheap vice ; 

I’m glad the momentary bubble 
Of love has burst— it saves me trouble ; 

And easier pastimes you may find 
Than practhsing upon her mind. 

My poor brain scarcely understands 
"TOat you are at — I rub my hands 
■ And scratch my head. 

[Pfoces the casket in the press, and closes the loch, 
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Come— come— what do you moan ? the object is 
To wind this sweet young child to your wish and will. 
And now — as I live — you’re looking starched and 
chill, 

Aa if you wore going up to your lecture-chair 
With Physics in the body standing there, 

And Metaphysioa in her grey hair. 

Come ! come ! [Ilxmnt. 

Mnler MABO-vnET {with a lamp). 

MABSABET. It fools SO close, SO sultry here. 

Yet out of doors I thought it dull. 

— When will my mother come ? A thrill 
Runs through my frame — 1 am, I fear, 

A foolish, foolish woman. 

[iSAe begins to sing as she undresses he) sell. 

There was a king in Thule, 

And he loved an humble maid ; 

And she who loved him truly, 

When she oame to her death- bed, 

A golden cup she gave him, 

Which none could better prize ; 

And ever, as he drank of it. 

Tears dimmed his flowing eyes. 

And when he oame to die, 

To his heirs his wealth he told ; 

Left all Avithout a sigh 
But his mistress’ cup of gold. 

As at the royal banquet 
Among his knights sate he, 

In the high hall of his fathers. 

In their fortress o’er the sea. 

Up stood the gay old monarch ; 

For the last time up he stood ; 

For the last time drained the blessed cup. 

And threw it in the flood. 
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He saw it falling, filling, 

And sinking in the sea : 

His eyes lost sight of it, and sank, 

And never more drank he. 

[(SAe opens the press to put in her clothes, and 
perceives the casket. 

How came this brilliant casket here ? 

J looked the press, I’d almost swear. 

The cover ’s beautiful — I wonder 
What it may be that lies under ? 

Some pledge for money by my mother 
Lent to somebody or other. 

I think I’ll open it — and, see. 

Attached to it, and tempting me, 

A riband with a little key. 

How very beautiful it is ! 

I’ve never seen the like of this ! 

Jewels and pearls ! — At mask or baU 
’Twould grace the proudest dame of all 
Who glitter at high festival. 

I wonder how ’twould look on me ? 

Whose can the glorious splendour be ? - 

[5/ie puts them on, and stands before the glass. 
Oh, if I had these ear-rings only ! 

Hrest thus, I seem a different creature ! 

What good are charms of form and feature 
Though poor maids are 
Both mild and fair, 

The world for ever leaves them lonely — 

Man may praise. 

Yet half he says 

Beems less like kindness than compassion — 

For gold he strives, 

For gold he wives — 

Alas ! the poor are not in fashion J 
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Eaust walhing up and doion tn thought — to Mm 

MEPHrSTOPHEmS. 

MEPHISTOPHELBS, By Lovc, wliich I contemrij and 
HeU’s 

Essence of file — things can’t be worse : 

Ob, that I could be sometliing else 
Than wbat I am, that 1 might curse ! 

PAnsT. What ails thee now ? What pinches thee 
SO sore ? 

A face like that I never saw before. 

MEPHISTOPHELE3. I’d damn myself to everlasting 
evil. 

But that I am myself the devil. 
jeAtrsT. Ibis frantic scene — what can it mean ? 
MEPHISTOPHELE3. Think, Only think, that splendid 
set 

Of pearls, I got for Margaret, 

A priest has made his own of them. 

Her mother, soon as she detected 
The treasure, something wrong suspected. 

The old bag o’er her book of prayer 
Sits moping, mumbling, grumbling there, 

Or, for me baa a fine sharp nose. 

Through the house prowling, prying goes. 

On the scent to ascertain, 

Eor the smell decides riglit well 
What is holy, what profane, 

She snuffled at the chain and gem, 

Found not the smell she likes in them. 

‘My child,’ she said, ‘ things thus unholy. 

Or suited not for one so lowly, 

Will seize and fasten on the heart, 

And hold it till health, peace, depart. 

'To the Virgin Mary bring 
These in humble offering , — • 

VAUSV M 
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Siaful things of earth we give, 

And receive from Hoavon, instead, 

Heaven’s ovm food restorative, 

That our preoious souls may live 
Fed on manna — ajigels’ bread ! ’ 

At this pour Madge looked far from pleasant, 
Provoked at having lost the present ; 

Why, thought she, is the gift raicoted ? 

Or ha, who gave it me, suspected ? 

The giver is a rich man, — ^must 

Be generous — and therefore just 

And good — and why should we distrust ? 

The mother straight sends for the priest ; 

He comes, and he enjoys the jest. 

His features brighten up with rapture, 

And thus he preaches o’er his capture : — 

‘ You feel the matter right, dear madam ; 

These pearls — 'twere wrong the poor cliild had ’em: 
To them who strive is grace accorded, 

And he who oonquers is rewarded. 

The Church will fcol (we cannot question) 

No difficulty of digestion ; 

Will swallow without fear of surfeit 
’Che ill-got goods that sin makes forfeit ; 

Whole realms, their produce and their profit. 

She eats up, and thinks nothing of it ; 

'Thie'Tiirarfen drone, wltu oansoious ‘qfudi, 

Can thrive upon this doubtful diet.’ 

SAnsT. That this is false each day evinces. 

Or true as well of Jews and iiriuoes. 

MBPHiSTOPinsuBS. On this, he swept into his pocket 
Bar-rings and bracelet, chain and locket, 

And made no more of pearls and casket, 
ithan if he pocketed a basket 
Of nuts, — then treats them with a lecture 
On tanity, — states his conjecture 
Upon the uses of affliction, 

Arpd leaves them with his benediction. 

BATrsp, And Mafgaret^ 

JvOwpiSTowBniaas. Sits in restless [tnood+'^'t- 
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Does nothing — ^knows not what she should — 

Thinks night and day on what she lost. 

But dwells on him who gave them most. 

jrATTST. Poor thing ! her grief goes to my heart 1 
Bring more gems — come — come — no delay — 

The first, coarse common things wore they. 

MUPHiaTOPiiBLES (in affected vexation). Mere trinkets 
flung in sport away ! 

— My toil IS nothing, nor the value 

Of what I give ! 

EAtrsT. Bo silent — shall you 

Thus mock at me and my affection 1 
Act iov my ends, by my direction. 

Court thou the widow — tax invention 
For sweet things — draw off her attention — 

Come— come — ^you’re dull as water-gruel, — 

Dp — up — away for chain and jewel ! 
MI5PIIISTOPHELES. My lord, I cheerfully obey. 

[Eaesx e.vU. 

How a man fooled with love will fling away 
Sun, stars, earth, heaven, upon the chosen lady — 
All cheap as presents to a child on May-day I 

[Exit, 


THE NEIGHBOUR’S HOUSE 

MABTHA (alone). God help and pity me, andpardon 
My poor old man ! he treat^i me badly ; — 

Thus to go off — ’tis very hard on 
A wedded wife, — here pining sadly 
Ani I upon my lonely straw. 

I loved and doted on him so, 

■ Hia very will to me was law ; 

And for no reason thus to go 
, And die abroad (weeping ) — ^he must have died— 

Yet 'twould be satisfactory 
H T cmild have it oortificd. 

W2 
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Enter Maeqaeet. 

MAEQABET. Martha. 

MABTHA. My little Maigery t 

Sweet child, what can the matter he ‘‘ 

MAEQABBT. My knees are sinking under me. 

I’ve found another casket, one 
Like that so lately had and gone, 

Laid in my press — of ebony — 

The rings and jewels in it are 
More brilliant than the formei far. 

MAETHA, Your mother must not hear it, though, 
Or straightway to the piiest they go. 

MAEOAEET. Look at them, only look at them. 
MAETHA. Fortunate giil. 
maeqaeet. Alas, one gem 

I cannot — can 1 1 — ever dare 
Put on in church or anywheie. 

MAETHA. Come here as often as you please, 

And try them on where no one sees • 

Before the glass be whole horns spent 
Adjusting every ornament. 

Wo will enjoy then full effect. 

With none your sooret to suspect ; 

Then as occasions come, a ball, 

A dance, a day of festival. 

We let them one by one appear— 

A oham, a pearl-drop in the ear — 

And coin some story or another 
To keep the matter from yonr mother. 

MAEQAEET. Twice to have had such caskets brought. 
There ’s something m it more than ought 1 

[A Tinoch. 

Good God ! my mother ' I’ll he seen. 

MAETHA, ’Tis a strange gentleman. — Come in. 
liroHiSTOPBELBa (enters). IVeoomeunoeremoniQhSlyj 
.Blit, ladies, you will pardon, me. 

IRetreqts re^pg^tjidly 
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To Martha Schwerdtlsin was my -visit : 

I’m told this 18 her lodging. Is it ? 

MAB.THA. Sii, I’m the person, What’syonrpleasrire? 
MEPHISTOPHSLES. I’ll Call ivhen yon are more at 
leisnie : 

Yon have a guest of consequence ; 
m call again m three hours hence. 

MARTHA (to Mahqaket). The funiueHt thing I ever 
kne-w — 

The gentleman imagined you 
To be some lady of high rank. 

I can’t but laugh. 

MARGARET. I have to thank 

The gentleman’s extreme good nature. 

I am a poor young humble creature ; 

These ornaments are not my own. 

MEPHTSTOPHELES. I did not judge by them alone ; 
’Tis something in your mien and glance. 

My visit Tvas a lucky chance. 

MARTHA (aside). To knoiv -(vhat brings him, I am 
dying. 

MEPHiaTOPHELES. I wish I bad news more grati- 
fying ; 

But blame me not, though sad it prove. 

Youi' husband ’s dead, and sends his love. 

MARTHA. Is dead ! the fmtbful creature dead I 
My husha-nd — ^would ’Were I instead. 

MARGARET. Exiend, let thy strong good sense prevail 
O’er grief — 

m;ephistc)PHEles And hear the sad. detail. 
MARGARET. I fear at all to think of love, 

Snob loss my certain death would prove. 

MEPHisTOPHELEs. Giicf Tvaits OH joy — ^joy follo-WS 
grief. 

Martha Tell on ; it -will he some relief 
MEPHISTOPHELES. In Padua, at St. Anthony’s, 

In consecrated earth he hes ' 

A cool bed under the church floor. 

Where he sleeps soundly, 

MARTHA. Nothing more 1 
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MjjPHigTOSPHELES. Oil, yes ! a death-bed legacy ; 
Hie last, oommission waa to thee, 

To have three hundred masses said. 

With requiem seivice for the dead. 

His last was a religious thought ; 

This IS the whole of what I brought. 

MABTHA. Wliat, not a coin, no trinket token, 
Nothing to soothe his poor heart-broken ? 

Why, the most paltry artisan. 

The veriest wretch in form of man. 

Some small memorial still will hoard, 

Some little pledge in secret stored. 

To show his love is not forgot — 

Will starve — will beg — ^but parts it not ! 
TUEPHtSTOTHELES. Madam, I’m sorry for his blind- 
ness 

To the true value of your kindness : 

’Tis your mistake, to think he squandered 
His money — as he died, he pondered 
The past — and, as his heart relented. 

His sins and his bad luck repented. 

MAEGABET. Unhappy men ! I weep for them 1 
He shall not want my requiem t 

MEPHtSTOPKELES, The sweet child ! what a tender 
touch of 

True feeling 1 that ’s the girl for me — 

I take it you deserve to be 
Out of hand married, and made much of. 
Maeoabbt. Time long enough ’twill be till then. 
MBPHisToPHELEs. You’U find admirers ’mong the 
men : 

A husband in due course, no doubt. 

I’ll see to bring it soon about, 

And if not married out and out, 

With a gallant we can mayhap 
,#ill up as pleasantly the gap. 

subsabbt, ’Tis not the custom of the place- 
MEPHiSTOpnELES, Custom or not, it is the cage- 
TeU on. 

AiBPTnsTopiiBtiBa. I stood at hia ibedside ; 
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The rotting atraw on 17111011 he died, I 
— Something ieaa fonl than dung, not much, 
Infectious to the smell and touch. — 

He died a Christian, and in debt, 

Settled his scores with Heaven ; — the trifle 
Due at the lyins-shop, ia due yet. 

‘ Alas,’ said he, ‘ I used my wife ill. — 

Would die at peace, did she forgive.’ 

MABTHA. Poor man ! 1 long ago forgave. 
MEPHisTOPnBLTis. ‘ But ’Lwas her folly, as I live! ’ 
TViAJlTHA. Wliat ! standing on the very grave 
Hid ho aay this ? asseit this he ? 

And did he tell you it was I, 

I who was Wrong ? — 

MiiPHTSTOPHEi.ES. Ho did: hut out 
The truth has come, and leaves no doubt. 

He lied : your very countenance 
Decides the matter at a glance ' — 

‘ Mine was hard work, you may coniecturc 
(Thus ran his peevish death-bed lecture), 

First, all her cliilclren to be fed ; 

And while I toiled to make them bread, 

Net let to eat my ciust m peace.’ 

mahtha. What, will his slanders never cease ? 
Hove, Honour, Truth, forgotten quite ; 

Our tendemessea day and night. 
liSEPHLS.raPHiJiijBS,. Kit en *. he, th.o.u.g.h.t, >st •yin. wlth 
great affection. 

‘ As I,’ said he, ‘ was late from Malta sailing, 

I found myself in prayer ; a sudden rapture. 
Following a hurst of tender recollection 
Of wife and oluldren, and the prayer prevailing 
Was heard on high. That day we made a capture ; 
A Turkish vessel laden with iich treasure 
For the great sultan : ’twas a gallant fight, 

And valour triumphed, and was well rewarded : 

And when they oanio the shares of each to measure, 
I gat, to say the l 6 a.st of it, my right.’ 
mabtHA. What ? how ? a prize ? think you, he 
hmiied it ? 
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MEPmsTOPHHLTss. Who hnow's whei'e heaven’s four 
winds have scattered it ? 

Bury it ? — no, hia heart was far from sordid ; 

That hia death proves, his generous nature hurried it. 
A lady, one of your nice Neapolitans, 

As he was loitering in their pleasant city, 

Looked on his loneliness, kind soul, with pity, 

And saw his vanity — and soothed and flattered it — 
Fastened upon him, led him such a jolly dance, 
That with his cash, and him, all was soon ovei‘. 
Marks of affection, too, she gave her lover. 

Of such a kind, that to the blessed hour 
In which your poor saint died, he felt their power. 

SLiKTHA. Scoundrel, to use his wife and children so ! 
Ought not the poverty, which his neglect 
Had heaped on us, his shamolees course have cheeked ? 
MEPHiSTOPHELBS. It ought ; and ho is punished for 
it now ; 

But as this will not mend the case, 

I would, if I were in yonr place, 

Put on my mourning, keep a good eye out, 

And wed again, when the year came about. 

MARTnA. Where could I find, m this wide world'hf 
men, 

Anything like my own poor man again ? 

There could not bo a creature kinder, fonder ; 

His only fault was, he from home would wander ; 
And when 1 think of him, my eyes are swimming : 

He was so good, ivithout a single vice, 

Except his taste for foreign wines and women, 

And the society they bring — and dice. 
MEpniSTOEHELBS. Well ! if on his side he had only 
made 

Allowances as just and generous. 

Your quarrels had been easily allayed. 

Why, I myself — ^if you indulge me thus — 

With such good sense — ^in a few little things — 

Am tempted to propose exchanging rings. 

, . Martha. Oh, Sir, you are a pleasant gentletuari : — 

' Sore you were speaking but in jest. 
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MEPinsTOPHBLES (aside). I’d best be off : this rile 
old pest 

Has her brains turned already with the plan 
Of marrying me at onoe outright ! 

My only safety is in flight. 

Damn her ! she’ll keeii the devil to his word. 

[I’d AlABGABIiT. 

How goes it with your heart ? 

MABQABE'r. IVhat means my lord ? 

MBPHISTOPI1ELE3 (as if to ?iirtiself).—The good sweet 
innocent child ! 

(Aloud.) Ladies, farewell ! 

MAKGABKX. Earewell ! 

MARTHA. Sir ! Sir ! don’t leave us till you tell 
One little matter more : I want a witness 
To prove hia death and burial — ^how — when — where — 
normally proved ; and you will sec the fitness 
Of having it on record — ’Iwoulcl be pleasant 
To have it in the papers of the week. 

MEPHiSTOPHELBS. ^At the mouth of two witnesses the 
matter 

flhaU he established.’ — By good luck, at present 
There’s one in town, who to the fact can speak ; 

A man of character and high condition ; 

Ha’ll make the necessary deposition — 

I’ll bring him in the evening. 

MARTHA. Don't be later. 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. And iHs young woman — shall we 
find her here 't 

She will so please him — nay, I do not flatter 
A fine young man — has travelled far and near — 

Is 60 admired — and so admires the sex. 

And has so true a feeling of decorum. 

MARGARET. I feel afraid — to meet him would perplex 
And so confuse — ^I’d blush to death before him. 
MRPHISTOPRELES. "Were he a king — should it he 
thus ? 

MARTHA. The garden, then, behind my Louse — 

We shall expect both gentlemen 
This evening there — ^farewell till then. 
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THE STREET 
EaUST and MnPHISTOPHBLrS. 

ITAUST. IIow fare you ? goes it swimmingly on and 
sw ift ? 

MEPinsTOPrrELES. Huirah ! my friend — I’m glad to 
see your heart 

On fire — she shall be yours in leas than no time : 

Tliia evening, we all meet at Neighbour Maltha’s. 

Of all the women that I ever saw 
She is the veriest gipsy — is the one 
To mould his Margaret to the doctor’s purpose. 
FAVaT. All promises well so far. 

MHPHISTOPHHLES. But ws are asked 

Eor something in return. 

PATTST. That’s reasonable — 

As one good turn, they aay, deserve, s another. 
MEpm&TOPHELEs. We are only asked to make a 
deposition, 

In proper form, that her dead husband’s bones >' 
Are lying decently inteired m Padua, 

Quietly resting there in holy ground. 

PAtrsT. Mighty fine doings 1 what a pretty jaunt 
You have contrived for us ! 

MispinsTorHELUs. Sanda simpliciias ! 

Why Should we go ? we are asked hut to make oath— 
This may be done without the toil of travel. 

Or trouble of any kind. 

PAtrsT. Is this your plan ? 

If you have nothing better to propose, 

The scheme is at an end. 

MBPHiSTOPHEE'ES. Oh, holy man 1 

Is it there you are now ? Doctor, is this your scruple t 
Is thi.s the first time in your hf© that you 
Have home false witness ? have you lectured on 
God — and the world — ^and all that moves therein — 
'On (Man — and on ‘how thought originates’. 
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And that enigma, man’s mysterious nature. 

The intellectual and the moral powers — 

Have you not dealt in formal dcfimtiona, 

With forehead unabashed, and heart undaunted ? 
Yet, if yon did but own the truth, your consoienoe 
Must tell you — does it not ? — you know no more 
Of all these matters than of Schwerdtiein’s death. 

fAUST. Thou art, and weit, and thou wilt ever be 
A liar and sophist. 

MnumsTOPTiEl.ES. Yes ; if by appearances 
Only you judge ; yon, a philosopher, 

Should look a little deeper — you yourself. 

Ere two days pass — will you not '! — all in honour. 

As you would call it — fool this poor child’s fancy, 
And swear, — your casuistry wdl then be silent — 
How from vour soul you love her — love her ever. 

fAUST. Yes, and such oath is true — 

MErrasTOPnELES. — As any other ; — 

And then of everlasting faith and love 
Will he the talk, — of all-absorbmg passion — ' 

Of the one feeling — felt but once — for one : 

Will this, too, be a language that tlie heart 
Can reeogmzo as true ? 

EAUBT. Peace, fiend ! it will, 

If that I feel, and it for the emotion — 

The frenzy call it, rather — I still seek 

A name and can find none — if through the world 

My fancy ranging seeks analogies 

That are, and ever must remain, imperfect — 

If words that speak of time be maufiioient 
Even feebly to express this burning feehng, 

And tliat, thns foiced, I call it endless — deathless— 
Eternal— yes, eternal — say you that 
Language lilio this is a Satanic lie ? 

MEPHisiOPHELES. Yct I am right. 

EATOT. Hark ye — talre this with you — 

m Spare my lungs, and cease to argue further — 
But, as I Said, take tliis with you ; — no matter 
'What side a man adopts, or of what subject — 
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If lie has hut a tongue, he’ll not want roasona 
To prove him in the right : as now, for instance ; — 
I’m tired of talk — yon then are in the right — 

You must be, sure, I have no help for it. 


THE GABDEN 

Mabgaret on EAtjST’s arm, Martha wiCh Mephtsto- 
PHBnES. — Walking loiteringly up and down. 

MABOARET. You do but play with my simplicity, 
And put me to the blush. A traveller 
Learns such good nature — ia so pleased with all 
things 

And everybody : — my poor talk, I know. 

Has no attraction, that could for a moment 
Engage the attention of a man, who has 

Seen so much of (he world 

PAtrsT. One glance — one word — 

One little word from thee, I value more 
Than all the wisdom of th’ world’s wisest ones. 

[Kisses Mr hand. 
Hiisai-WM. Kqw carddyowthinkofit t How<iwild 
you kiss it ? 

It is so coarse — so hard — is spoiled with all work 
On every day — how could it but be coarse ? 

My mother’s habits are too close — my tasks 
Are too severe. [SViey pass on. 

MARTHA. And are you — are you always travelling 
thus ? 

MEPHlsxoPHEi/BS. Alas ! that claims of business 
and of duty 

Should foroo me to it. We feel pangs at parting 
From many a spot where yet we may not loiter. 
MARTHA. In youth’s wild days, it canirot but be 
pleasant 
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This idle roaming I'ouucl and rotmd the Tvotld, 

With wildfire spirits, and heart disengaged : 

But soon cornea age and sorrow ; and to drag, 
Through the last years of hfe, down to the grave 
A solitary creature — like the wretch. 

Who moves from prison on to execution — 

This must be had for body and for soul. 

MEPHISTOPHBLB3. You make me shudder at the 
dreary prospect. 

MA.BTHA. Be wise — secure yourself in time. 

[They pass on. 

MAEGABET. Yes! — out of sight, soon out of 
mind. 

I feel this courtesy is kind ; — 

That you, who must have many a friend 
Highly informed, should condescend 
To apeak with one in my poor station. 

Of such neglected education, 

— In every thing so unimproved — 

EAUST. Believe me, dearest, best beloved, 

That, which the world calls information. 

Is often, but the glitter chilling 
Of vanity and want of feehng. 

MAEQAKET. How ? 

EAUST. Ah 1 that — singleness of heart. 

And absence of all artifice, 

— Gifts, as they are, above all price. 

Heaven’s holiest blessing — should bo thus 
Of their own worth unconscious ! 

That — meekness, gentleness, the treasure 
Which Nature, who doth still impart 
To all in love, and lavish niensiire. 

Gives to the child, whom she loves dearest, — 

Should 

MAEGAEEr. Think of me when you are gone, 

A moment now and tlien — of you 
1 shall have time enough to think. 

EAUST. Your time is passed, then, much alone ? 

KASOABET. Why, yes ; and then our house affairs, 
Poor though they be, bring many cares. 
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We have no servant maid, and I 

Must cook, knit, sew, must wash and dry ; 

Bun far and near — rise ere the light. 

And not lie down till late at night. 

And then my mother’s temper ’s such. 

In every thing she asks so much , 

Of savmg has so strict a sense. 

And IS so fearful of expense , 

So anxious, so particular . 

— Not that oui circumstances aie 

So limited, as not to give 

The means like other folk to live. 

The property my father had. 

And died possessed of, was not bad ■ 

A house, and garden here, that yields 
Somothmg worth while, and some town fields 
Just at the gates. My days, somehow, 

Are toloiably q^uiot now — 

My biothor earns a soldier’s biead 
Abroad , — my little sister ’s dead. 

Trouble enough I had with her, 

Yet cheerfully would I mour 
Ten times the toil — so dear was she 
Taus’i. A veiy angel, if hke thee ' 

MABGABET Even from its birth, the child I nurat — 
And so it loved me fiom the first. 

Born to distress — its father tom 
Away by deatli, ere it was boin. 

My mother, worn out with dise.ase— 

We long had given her up for gone — • 

Beooveriag famtly by degrees, 

Came slowly, veiy slowly on. 

She had no strength — she could not think 
Of nursmg it — and so, pool thmg, 

I reared it; for its natural drink, 

With milk and water tried to brmg 
The creature on — and thus my own 
It seemed to be, and nune alone — 

Eay on my arm, and on my breast 
'Would play and nestle, and was blest. 
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ITATJST This must have been the purest joy. 
iilAEQABLr. Yot were there hours of great annoy — 
Its cradle was by my bedarde : 

It kept me half the night awake, 

To make it qmet when I tried — 

At times must I get up, to take 
The little urchin into bed. 

This would not do — then must I rise, 

Walk up and domi with measured tread, 

And seek with songs to hush its cncb 
Then dayhght hi ought its tasks to me : 

I?ie dawn must I at washing be — 

Trudge to the maikot — light the fire , 

And if I felt tho trouble tiie 
On one day, ’twas the same the nest. 

I folt dispirited, and vext 

At times , but I was wrong m this ; 

For, after all, hia labour is 

What gives a poor man’s food its zest, 

And makes his bod a bed of rest, 

{They pass cat, 

jiUETHA. We women are the sufferers : who can 
’• make 

Anythmg of a dissolute old rake ’ 
mekhstophcles Yet have I perfect faith in 
woman's skill , 

You may, for instance, make me what you will. 

MABTOA Tut tell me plamly, have you never met 
One whom you loved ? — thought you of marriage 
yet ? 

5IEPHISXOPKI1LES A blesscd state — m Proverbs we 
are told, 

A good wife better js than pearls or gold. 

MAEiHA But IS there none mib preference you 
W'ould name ? 

MBPHisaOPiiEi.Es. All are pohto and everywhere the 
same, 

MAKTHA. Have you no one m seriousness addressed ! 
mephistopheles. With ladies can you think that 
I would jest ! 
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MARTHA. You Still mistake me. 

MJBPHisTOPHRi.ES. I regret to find 

How slow I am ; but one thing to my mind 
Is clear, that you are very, very kmd. [They-paaion. 
EAHST. And so thou didst, my angel — didst thou 
not ? — 

The moment that I came mto the garden, 
Remembci ms again, upon the spot ? 

MARGARET. Did you not see it ? — I held down my 
eyes. 

PAHST. And thou dost, — dost thou not ? — the 
freedom pardon 

Which, as you pa.ssed from the Cathedral home, 

I rashly took ? 

MARGARET. I felt so much .surprise. 

And was, I soaroe can tell you, so confused. 

And trembled like a guilty thing accused. 

‘ Into his head could such a thought have come ? — 
What must he think of thee ? — there must have been 
Something improper in thy walk or mien ; 

Something that gave this gentleman to see, 

Her© IS a girl with whom you may make iiee.’ 

Yet must I own I did not then detect 
How my heait pleaded for thee, nor suspect 
I with myself was angiy, that, with thee, 

Aa angry as I ougiit, I could not be. 

PATJST. Sweet love 1 

MARG.ARET. One moment wait. 

[iS/ifl pluclca a star-flower, and •p%rJcs off the leaves 
one after another. 

FAUST. Why pluck the star-flower ? 

—Do you wish a bunch of flowers ? 

MARGARET. Ho, 1 jusfc fancied 

Trying a httle game of chance. 

EAHST. What mean you ? 

MARGARET. You will laugh at me. 

[jSfie plwoka off the leaves, and murmurs to hersdf. 
PAtrsT. What are you murmuring ? 

MARGARET {half aloud). He laves me— -loves me mi. 
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PAtrST. Angelic creatnre 1 

MAEGAEET. He loves me — not — He loves me — not — 
[As she plncks off the last leaf with eager dehghl. 
He loves me / 

I'AXJSX. Yes, my child, deem this language of the 
flower 

The answer of nu oracle—' He loves thee ' ’ 

Dost thou know all the raeanmg of ‘ He loves thee ’ ? 

IHolds both hei hands. 
MABgabut. I am all over tiemblmg. 

OTAtrsT. Ticmhle not ! 

Oh, let this look, this piesaure of the hands, 

Say, to thee, what no words can say : henoelortb 
Be our whole bemg lost m one another 
In overflowing joy — that hvea and hves 
For ever and for over ' could it end, 

It were but no, it cannot, cannot end ! 

[Maboaejst presses his hands , disengages herself 
from hm, and urns aiuag He stands for 
a moment, thoughtful, and follows her. 

MARTHA. The night is coming on. 
MEPHISTOPHEOLS. Wc shouM be going, 

MARTHA. I would invite you to stay longer, hut 
We live in a censoiious neighbourhood. 

They seem to have nothing to thmk of or to do 
But watch the doora, and who go m and out: 

Do what you will, your domgs will be imsconatrued ! 
But our young couple — saw you them ? 

MERPlSTOPiinuss. They’ve flown 

XJp yonder walk — gay butteiflies — 

MARTHA. He seems 

Caught. 

MEPHiSTOTHisi.ns. And she too. ’Tis the way of the 
world. 
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MAEGiRET j’UMiS iji ; fixes herself behind the door ; holds 
(he tip of her finger to Tier Ups, and peeps through the 
crevice. 


MARGARET, lie comes. 

FAXiST. Ah, logue ! and do you thus provoke mo ? 
I’ve caught jmu at last. [JTisses her. 

MARGARET {embracing him and returning the hiss). 
Dearest and best, with my whole heart I love thee. 

[MKPinsTOPHEbRS knocks. 
RARST {stamping). Who ’s there ? 

MEpjnsTOPSBLiss. A fi'iond. 

RAtrsT. A brute. 

MBPHisTOPnEhES. Full time to go. 

MARTHA {comes up). ’Tis late, my lord. — 

RArsT. May 1 not see you homo ! 

MARGARET. My mother would harewell. 

RAUST. Miist I then go?— 

Farewell. 

MARTHA. Adieu ! f 

MARGARET. To uioot again, and soon. 

[Exeunt Fattst and Mepiustophibles. 
MARGARET. How many things a man like this 
Must know ; — and I liad hut a ‘ Yes 
For everything he said ; — confused 
By every word ; yet he excused 
Each fault of mine. What can it bo. 

That thus attaches him to me ? 


FOREST AND CAVERN 

rattst {idom). Yes I lofty Spirit, thou Hast given 
me all. 

All that I asked of thee ; and not in. vain. 

In unconsnming fire revealed, hast thou 
Been, with we, manifesting gloriously 
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Thy presonoQ— thou hast looked on me with love, 
— ^Hast given mo empire o’er majestic Nature ; 
Power to enjoy and feel 1 ’Twas not alone 
Tlie stranger’s short permitted privilege 
Of momentary wonder that thou gaveat ; 

No, thou hast given me into her deep hreast 
As into a friend’s secret heart to look ; 

Hast brought to me the tribes of living things : 
Thus teaching me to recogmze and love 
My brothers in still grove, or air, or stream. 

And when in the wide wood the tempest laves, 
And shrieks, and tends the giant pines, uproots, 
Disbranche.s, and, with maddening grasp uplifting, 
Elings them to earth, and from the hoUow hill 
Dull moaning thunders echo their descent ; 

Then dost thou lead roe to the safe retreat 
Of some low oavorn, thei'e exhibiting 
To my awed soul its oivu mysterious nature 1 
Of my own heart the depths miraculous. 

Its secret inward being all exposed ! 

And when before my eye the pure moon walks 
High overhead, diffusing a soft light, 

Tflen from the rooks, and over the damp wood, 
The pale bright shadows of the ancient times 
Before me seem to move, and mitigate 
The too severe delight of earnest thought ! — 

Alas 1 even now I feel Man’s joys must be 
Imperfect ever. The ecstatic bliss. 

Which lifts me near and nearer to the gods ; 

This is thy gift ; bat with it thou hast given, 
Inseparably linked, this vile associate, 

Whom I abominate, but cannot part; — 

Cold, insolent, malicious, he contrives 
To make me to myseE contemptible ; 

And with a breath will scatter into nothing 
All these high gifts : with what officious zeal 
He fans my hreast into a raging flame 
Of passion, to possess that perfect form 
Of loveliness ! Thus, from desire I pass 
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On to enjoyment, and, uneasy still, 

JSven in enjoyment languish, for desire ! 

[MuPHiaroMBnEs enters. 
MEPHiSTosHBLES. Have you not had enough of this 
before ? 

A pretty kind of life to live for ever ! 

Well enough for a trial. Come, come, lot us 
Seek something new. 

BAUST. I -wish you had something elso 

To do than thus toiment me when Tm quiet. 
MBPHisToPHELEs. Well ! well ! and if you wish I’ll 
leave you here 

To your delights — never say it again. 

Great loss to me, indeed, ’twould be to lose 

A petulant, unsocial, crazy creature 

Of a companion — kept the whole day long 

Busy, and never can make any guess 

Bkoni my lord’s countenance, whether your worship 

la pleased or is displeased by what I do. 

If AusT. Aye, there ’a the Lone — that is so very like 
him : 

Tiros me to death — expects mo then to thank him 1 
MfiPHiSTOPHBLES. Poor child of earth 1 and couldst 
thou, then, have home 
Thy hfe till now without ray aid 7 ’Twas I 
That saved thee from imaginations idle ! 

I guarded thee with long aad anxious care; 

And. but for me, even now thou wouldst have been 
Idling in other worlds ! Why sittest thou there, 
Lingering in hollow cave, or rifted rook, 

DuU as the moping owl ? Why, like the toad, 

Dost thou support a useless life, deriving 
Subsisteneo from damp moss and dripping stoile ? 
Sweat pastime this ! most charming occupation ! 

I fear you’ve not forgotten your old trade. 

BACrsi'. Couldat thou conoeiva what added life is 
given 

In hours like this, passed in the wilderness, 

And couldat thou feel it — still thou wouldst romaki 
Thp deyil thou art-^stiU hat© and poison it ! 
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Wouldat gvudge Ihs stort deliglii 

MEPHISTOPHEMS. Delight, indeed ! 

Yea, transcendental rapture ! — mighty fine < — 

In night and dew lymg among iHe hills, 

In ecstasy embracing earth and heaven — 

To swell up till you are a kind o£ god — 

To pteroe into the marrow ol the earth 
In a fool’s fancies — all the six-days’ task 
Of the creation in thy hreaat to feel — 

And in the pride of conscious power enjoy 
I know not what of bhbs, — to cherish love 
That has no limits, but must overflow 
Till it loves everything that is — till earth 
And man’s poor nature, in the trance forgotten, 

Has passed away — and then the glorious hour 
Of intuition ending — how it ends 

I must not say 

FAVST. Pie, fio upon thee. 

MEPHISTOPIIBUES. YeS ! 

‘ Pie, fie ! ’ — it does not suit your taste, forsooth — 
Pie, fie! this mannerly word sounds very uell 
In your mouth now. The modest oars are closed, 
Aiid will not hoar of what the modest heart 
Yet cannot go without. Good, good ! — a word, 
PloWevcr, upon what you said — 1 grudge not 
To you or any man such pleasure, as 
Ue nenr and men may feel, in playing tricks 
Of solf-deccptioii ; pity ’twill not last, 

You are already blown out of your course — 

Are almost what you were when first we met ; 

And, if you don’t take care, will fret yourself 
Soon into actual madness — frenzy-fever, 

Or melancholy honor. For your own sake 
Ha.ve done with this ; your love, poor creature I sits 
Within there, — you should soothe her ! All with her 
Is sad and gloomy — out of her poor mind 
You never aie : she loves devotedly. 

Poor thing ! — on thee she thinks — thinks evermore. 
First came the flood of thy o’erfiowmg passion, 

'•A^ swells, when the snows melt, a mountain breJok 
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Above its bank's — and thou into her heart 
Hast poured the sudden guah ; and now tlie brook 
la dry with thee again : methiiiks ’twera well, 
Instead of reigning here among the woods 
On an imaginary throne, that you 
Would comfort the young monkey, and reunite 
The poor thing for her love,— to her the time 
Seems miaeiably long— she lingers at 
The window, gazes on the clouds that pass 
Slow o’er the old toum-walla. ‘ Oh that I were 
A little bird ! ’ she cries. This is her song 
All the day long, and half the heavy night ! 

One moment la she mirthful — mostly is 

Sad, — their she weeps till she can weep no more ; 

Then, as ’twould seem, she is at rest again. 

But mirth or grief, whatever the mood be, 

This all is love — deep, tender, passionate love, 
fAUST. Serpent— vile .serpent ! 
iiEPHiSTOPHELES (aside). Aye, and one that stings. 
FAVST. Infamous wretch, begone ! name not her 
name — 

Pollute it not — stir not into desire 
My half-distvaoted senses. 

MEPinsTornELES. What is this 1 — 

She deems herself abandoned — and is right. 

PAUST, Off, viper ! 

mephistophelus. You are raving — I am laughing : 
What a hard task it is, forsooth — just think, 

And let it cure your spirits, — you are going 
Wot— as to look at you ono might hoUeve— 

Wot to the gibbet — ^but to a fond mistress ! 

EAUST. What were the joys of Heaven, though with 
them blest 

In her embrooe ? — oould jny disijuiet be 
Stilled on her bosom ? ooidd it hush to rest 
This drear presentiment of her undoing ? 

And am I not the outcast — the aoonrat-T- 

Tho homeless one, whose wanderings never cease — 

‘■The monster of his kind ? Wo rest for me — 

> Wo aim— no ‘objett ; like the stream, that, nurst 
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With swelling rains, foaming from rock to rock. 
Along its oomse of mm. 

On to the inevitable piccipioe — 

Plunges impatient down the blind abyss. 

And violently seeks the desperate shock. 

And — by the side of such mad stieam — was she, 

— A child with a child’s feelings ; — her low cot 
In the green field upon the inountaia-slope, 

And aU that she could wish, or love, or hope. 

Her little world, all — all in that poor spot ; — 

And I — the heaven-detested ' — w'as it not 
Enough, that the mad torrent gro-sped and tore 
The rooks, and ahiveied them to dust, and horo 
All, that opposed me, m my downward couise 
On with me ’ — Her, too, her — her peace — her joy — 
These must I undermme ? — Iheso too destroy ? 

Hell ! Hell ! — this victim also ' — Thy suppoi t. 
Devil! and the dreadful interval make .shoit ' 

What must be, be it soon ! Lot the crush fall 
Down on me of her ruin — perish all — 

She — I — and these wild thoughts together ! 

MHEinsTOPHBiLBS. What ' in the lever-fit again ? 
H&w seethes and burns the muddy brain ! 

— Idiot, go in, and comfort her. 

Thus ia it ever with the crazy pate. 

When difficulties thwart, 

Or unforeseen calamities occur ; 

Fools, when they cannot see their way, 

At once grow desperate. 

Have no resource — have nothing to propose — 
But fix a dull eye of dismay 
Upon the final close. 

Success to the stout heart, say I, 

That sees its fate, and can defy ! 

— Yet art thou, though of such soft stuff. 

In most things pretty devil enough ; — 

Of all insipid things, I least can bear 
That sickening dose— a devil m despair ' 
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MARGARET’S OWN ROOM 
MAEGABET {almie at the spinning-wheel). 

(Sings.) 

My peace is gone, 

Aad my heart is sore : 

I have lost him, and lost him, 

Tor evermore ! 

Tl^e place, Tvhore he k not, 

To me IS the tomb, 

The vrorld is sadness. 

And sorrow and gloom ! 

My poor sick brain 
la crazed with pain. 

And my poor sick heart 
Is torn in twain 1 

My peace is gone. 

And my heart is soro, 

For lost IS my love 
For evermore ! 

From the window for him 
My heavy eyes roam ; 

To seek him, all lonely 
1 wander from home. 

Mis noble form. 

His hearing high. 

The smiles of hk Irp, 

And the power of his eye ; 

And the magic tone 
Of that voice oi his, 

His hands’ soft pressure, 

And oh ! his kiss ! 
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Illy peace is gone. 

And my heait h swe; 

I have iost him, and lost him, 

For eveimoie ! 

Par wanders my heart 
To feel him near, 

Oh ! could I clasp him, 

And hold him here ! 

Hold him and kiss him, 

Oh ! I could die ! 

To feed on his kisses. 

How willmgly 1 


MARTHA’S GARDEN 

MAnailltET— JATOT. 

MAIKJABET. — Promise me, Heniy. 
fAUST. Bo assuied, my love. 

siABOABET. Now toll me how you are as to rehgion ? 
You are a dear good man — but, I rather fear 
You have not much of it. 

BAUST. Poibear, my child, 

You feel I love you, and for those I love 
1 would lay down my life. I w'ould not rob 
Any one of his feehng, or his church — 

MAEOAKET. ’Tis well — but more than that — we must 
heheve. 

TAUST. Must we ? 

MAEQAEBX, Oh, had 1 any influence ! 

—You honour not the holy saoramenta i 
FAUST. I honour them 

KAEOAUET. But you do not receive.— 

At mass or shrift ’tis long since you have been. 

Do you believe m God ? 

FAUST. Porbear, my love; 

Whd can say truly, ‘ I believe in God ’ ? 
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—Ask it of priest or of pliilosopher, 

And tho reply seems but a mookory 
Of him ■who asks. 

MAriGABET. Then thou dost not believe ! 

FArrsT. Misundorstand me not, thou best-beloved : 
Who can name Him, and, knowing what ho says, 
Say, ‘ I believe in Him ’ ? And who can feel, 

And, with self-violence, to conscious wrong 
Hardening his heart, say, ‘ I behove him not ! ’ 

The All-embracing, AU-auataining One, 

Say, doth he not embrace, sustain, include 
Thee ? — Me ? — Himself ? — Bends not the sky above 1 
And earth, on which we are, is it not firm 1 
And over us with constant kindly smile. 

The sleepless stars keep everlasting watch ! 

Am I not here gazing into thine eyes ? 

And does not All, that is, 

— Seen and unseen, mysterious all-— 

Around thee, and within, 

Untiring agency. 

Press on thy heart and mind ? 

— Pill thy whole heart with it — and when thou art 
Lost in the consciousness of happiness — 

Then call it what thou wilt, 

Happiness ! — heart ! — love ! — Gob ! 

I have no name for it — Feeling is all ; 

Name, sound and smoko, 

Dimming the glow of heaven ! 

MABQARET. This is all good and right ; 

1’he priest says pretty much the same. 

But in words .somewhat dillerent, 

BAtrsT. Everywhere, 

All hearts beneath the universal Heaven, 

In its own language each doth utter it — 

Then why not I in mine ? 

kAKGAKBT. Made easy thus 

’Tis plausible— yet must it be unsafe ; 

Thou art no Christian. 
yAtrsT. Hush, my child. 

Mj^BhABBT, 1 grieve to See the company thou keepeat. 
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PATJST. Wliafc do yon mean 7 
MAEGAUET. The man whom thou ha&fc ever at thy 
side, 

I hate him from the bottom of my soul. 

In my whole life, has nothing given my heart 
So deep a wound, os that man’s alien visage. 

EAtiST. Beloved, fear him not. 

MAEGAKET. Tho Very sight of him mahes my blood 
thrill ! 

To most men I feel kindliness — hut him 
Do I detest ; and with a feeling strong. 

Strong as my love for you — strong ns my wishes 
To have you with me — does a secret shudder 
Creep over me when I behold this man. 

He is — I cannot ho deceived — ^be is 
A villain ; — God forgive mo, if I wrong him ! 

FAVST. He 'a a queer fellow — do not mind his oddi- 
ties. 

MAEOAEET. I would Hot — could Eot, Mvs together 
with him. 

If for a moment he comes to the door, 

He will look in with such an air of mockery, 

And a half scowl, and a face dark with anger 
Kept down — you see he has no interest 
In anything — ’tis written on his brow 
He feels no love for any living soni — 

And when I am so happy in thy arms. 

In the sweet confidence of love forgetting — 
Eorgetting everything hut thee, then — then 
He 's sure to come, and my heart shrinks and withers '. 
EATJST. Eorehoding angel, these are weak misgiv- 
ings ! 

MAEGAEBT. Tile feeling overmasters me so wholly 
That if he does but join us, straightway seems it 
As if I ceased to love thee — ^whero he is 
I could not pray. This eats into my heart. 

Henry, it cannot be but that you feel 
In this aa I do. 

EAuaT. This is antipathy. 

maegaebt. I mmst away. 
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TAtrsT. Alas ! and may I never 

Meet thee, where none can come to trouble us ? 

One little hour — and must it never bo ? — 

Heart preat to happy heart, and soul to soul ! 

MABGABET. Ah, that I slept alone ! This very night 
How gladly would I leave the door unbolted ! 

But then my mother’s sleep is far from sound : 

Did she awake and find you there, I should, 
Methinks, drop dead upon the spot. 

FAUST. Dear angel, throw aside such fears ; this 
phial 

Take with you. Three drops of it only, poured 
Into her drink, wrap nature up in sleep. 

Deep tranquil sleep. 

MABGABET. I must do as yon hid. 

Could I refuse you ? — ’Twill not injure her ? 

FAUST. It will not : otherwise would I advise it ? 
MAROAEBT. Dearly beloved, if I but look on you 
I must obey — 1 cannot hesitate : 

There is a something not to be resisted, 

Which overpowers me — makes your will my guide 
In everything ; and having gone so far 
Already, is choice loft me ? Having given 
So much, what is there for me to refuse 1 [Exit. 
mephistopheues {enters). The monkey ! is it gone ? 
FAUST. Again — 

Spying ?— 

MF-PHtSTOPiTELES. Yes, and 1 heard quite plain 
The doctor schooled, — tho catechumen 
Cletting a lesson in his creed. 

And oateohism, from a young woman, 
just now ; — I hope that it agreed 
With you ! Tlie girls’ anxiety 
For sentimental piety 
Is soon explained. The man, think they, 

Who worships in the good old way. 

When his priest bids him kneels and bows, 
ts likely to obey his spouse s 
,This of itself ensures ms wife 
ffuiet, fair and easy hfe. 
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Tho womoii fancy, and jiho foot ia 
Confii'med, or often so, in pxiicLioc, 

That their admiici’s are most found 
Where your religioua men abound — 

Love is almost the sumo emotion : 

The devotee— such is thoir notion— 

Thus for tho sex fcoia true devotion. 

Courts amorous thoughts and mystto dreaming, 

Is led by priests, and folio wa vvoiuon. 

FAUST. Oh ! what a monster must thou bi', 

To see not, or with soofling see, 

How this poor gml's alleotiona load 
The pious creature thus to plead ; 

The faith, in which she moves and lives — 

That wluoh alone s.alvation gives— 

So she believes — may make ner four 
Hanger to one whom sho holds dear ; 

Hear for the issue of' a strife 
TOere more, she feels, is risked than lifo ! 

MBPniSTOPHELES. Most .sentimental sensualist, 
—"Philosopher at onoo and boast, — 

Led by tbo noso by a young flirt ! 

'faust. Abortion— spawn of firo and dirt ! 
MBPHiSTOFHELKS (sco)nfuOy).~~Oii PhyBiognoiny who 
also loctures 

Profoundly — feels, when 1 am piwoiit, 
iSonsations strange nnd most unplonsant : 
—Suppressed naaliguifcy my siwilo botray.s ; 

I wear a mask, forsooth, I wilt not iiukc, 

And what it hides eha saoiontly ooiijeetiu m. 
Something mystoriously allied to evil, 

A genius— or, perhaps, tho very liovil. 

To-night then. 

FAUST. What ’ll lo-uiglit lo ihOo? 

MEPHisTopnELEd, I’vo my amueomonls too— wo’il 
sea. 



190 


AT THE WELL 

Makgaubt and Lizzy (with 'pitchers). 

uzzy. Have you not heard of Hannah’s pretty 
doing ? 

MABGARET. No, uot a woid — I’\e been but little out. 
UzzY. Kate told it me to-day — there ’s not a doubt 
Of its truth. This comes of airs and impudence : 

I always said her pride would be her rum, 
MABGAEBT. What moan you ? 

LIZZY. What I mean all know but you — 

Why, when she eata and drinks she ’a feeding two. 
MARQABEi'. Poor thing ! 

LIZZY. Poor thing, indeed! great pity for her; 
Why, she was always finding some pretence 
To be in company with this adorer 
Of hers ; — at every party — every walk — 

How she made out a time for private talk ! 

Would hang upon his arm, and still be seen ' 
Eor evermore with him, at booth or green. 

She thought herself so fine, none could come near her ; 
And then their feastings — cakes and wine must cheer 
her 

After their rambles : then her v.anity 
About her beauty almost like insanity — 

And then her meanness — think of her insisting 
Upon his making handsome presents to her — 

Then came soft words, when there were none to listen. 
Then all a girl can give she gave her wooer ! 
MABDABBT. The poor, poor tiling ! 

LIZZY. And do you pity her f 

When tOe were kept close to our wheels, and when 
Our mothers would not suffer us to stir 
Abroad at night, or loiter with the men. 

Then were they on the seat before the door. 

Or in the dark walk lingering evermore ; 

I 
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Now for flic stool and while sheet of repentance ; 
For one, t feci no sorrow at her sentence. 
maugaret. Poor creature 1 but, no doubt, he’ll 
marry her. 

LIZZY. He ' — Who’ll be no such fool — tho de’il may 
carry her, 

For what he cares — they say that he is off ; 

He’ll find another market soon enough. 

MABQABKT. That IS not fair. 
uzzY. Twill be almost as bad. 

We will so plague her — if she get the lad ; — 

The weddmg garland, should she thmk to wear it. 
From the mock virgin shall the children tear it ; 
And, at her door, what fun we shall have, spreading 
Chopped straw, to greet tho promise of their weddmg. 

[Exit 

MARGARET () etufuing home). How I would rail when 
some poor girl went wrong ! 

How, when it was another’s sm and shame. 

Words of reproach would rise up to my tongue ! 

It was, it was black — oh bow black, and 1 
Blackened it more and moie — no words of blame 
Thi.s virtuous soorn of name could satisfy — 

Others might fall, but I more proud became — 

I blessed myself, and held myself so high, 

^id I who tlius could feel — am I the same ? 

But could I — who could — ^liavc resisted here ? 

All was so good ! all was so very dear ! 
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ZWINGER -A LITTLE SHRINE 

In a niche of (he wall an image of the Mateb Dolobosa, 
with floiveis befoie U — jVlAnaAE.L.f places fresh floweis 
m the ioitls 

MARGAEBT. 

Mother benign. 

Look down on me ' 

No gnef like thine , 

Thou who dost SCO 
Jn hia death agony 
Thy Son divine. 

In faith unto the Father dost thou hft up thmo eyes ; 
In faith unto the Father dost piay with many sighs 
The sword is pieromg thme own soul, and thou in pain 
dost piny. 

That the pangs which torture him, and aie thy pangs, 
may pass away. 

And who my wound can heal, 

And who the pam can feci, 

That rends asunder bioin and bone ’ 

How my pool heait, within me aohmg. 
Trembles and yearns, and is forsaken— 

Thou knowGst it — thou alono ' 

Where can I go ? Where can 1 go ? 

Everywhere Woe ' woe 1 woo ' 

Nothing that does not my own grief betoken; 

And when 1 am alone, 

I moan, and moan, and moan. 

And am heart- broken 

The flowers upon my wmdow sdl. 

Wet with my tears smee dawn tlioy he ; 

All else were sleeping, while I was weeping. 
Praying and choosing flowers for thee. 
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Into my chamber brightly 
Came the eaily sun’s good moirow ; 

On my lestlesa bed, imsightly, 

I sate up in my aonow 

Oh, in this hour of death, and the noai giave. 
Succour me, thou, and save ' 

Look on me with that countenance benign. 
Never was giief hfce thme, — 

Look doivn, look down on mine ! 


NIGHT 

Street bbeobe Margaret’s Door 

VAMNTISH {a soldier — ^Madge’s brother) Till now, 
as round the canteen hearth, 

My comrades, m their drunken mirth. 

Would of their favourites gaily boast. 

And pledge with soldier’s gke the toast ; 

Hcrv on my elbow I would rest, 

Smile as each swore hia own the best, 

And stroke my beard, and raise my glass. 

And when my turn to name the lass 
Came round, would say, ‘ Each to his taste ; 

In my own home my heart is placed 
Whore is the maiden, anywhere, 

That with my Margaret can compare ? 

Is there than Madge’s in the land 
A truer heart or fairer hand ’ ’ 

Oh, then, how cups and goblets rang. 

While voices rose with joyous clang : 

‘ Right, right,' m chorus, hundieds cried, 

' First of them all— the countiy’s piide — 

His sister is ’ — and dumb and tame 
The boasters suddenly became 
And now — oh, I could rend my hair. 

Could dash my brams out m despair , — 
o 


FAVSr 
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Now must I feel my bosom gored 
By daggers in oaoli casual word. 

And every ruffian’s sneering eye 
And acorniul taunt my patience try ; 

Gnawing my wrath must I remain, 

And aufter and suppress my pain, 

Nor dara say any word again ; 

As hears tire debtor gibe and curse, 

Who meets a claim with empty jiurse. 

Avenge it — what can vengeance dn ? 

Must I not feel the taunt is true ? 

See yonder ! sneaking out of Bight, 

Two skulking scoundrels. — Am I right ? 

— 'Tis he — would Heaven that it were he — 

He scarce shall ’soape me if it be. 

FaTTST — MBPHISTOP! lEt.IiS. 

PAUST. See, in the window of you sacristy, 

How from its little lamp the constant light 
Streams up — while, at the sides, less and less bright, 
‘Tis fading — till it dies in the thick night 
That deepens round — and thus is it with me — 
Darluiess on every side around me spreads. 
MEFHisiopnELES. And I am like the thievish oat 
that treads, 

. Prowling along, up ladders and down leads — 

A nibble in the daik — there ’s no harm m it — 

Or snatching on the roof a stolen love-minute. 
Already do I feel the power, 

The fun and frolic of the hour ; 

The advent of Walpubgis mighp 
B ids every limb thrill with delight: 

Another night — another day, 

And then the glorious pibst of Mav ; 

Then to the Brockap fate we forth, 

Then' learn that life is something worth. 

FATiST. Behold yon blue light glimmering ! 

‘ Is that the treasure i Lurks it ihere ? 
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And will it from the dark earth spring ? 
MBPHiSToritELEs. Be patient — you shall shortly 
bring 

The casket into open air : 

I peeped into the secret hoard. 

And saw the lion-doUars stored. 

BAUST. What ! merely money ? who would think 
it? 

What good is this ? no ring — no trinket ? 

Wo ornament for the dear girl ? 

MEPHISTOPHBLES. Oh yes ; there are some beads 
of pearl. 

PAUST. I am glad of it, — it is not pleasant 
To go to her without some present. 

MEPHiSTOPHiSLES. Is there then no such thing as 
pleasm'e, 

But what you may by payment measiu'e ? 

1 diUer there with you — but see, 

The heaven is hushed, and full of stars ; 

Now for a moment favour mo 
With silence — while I sing some bais 
Oi an old song — a sweet old ah. 

Touched with true skill — a moral song 
That lures tho heart and will along. 

{Sirtgs to th.& guitar.) 

Wliy, Catherine, stay 
At dawn of day, 

At dawning grey, 

Before the younker’s door ? 

The merry blade 
Lots in the maid. 

That out a maid 
Never departeth more ! 

Beware — beware, 

And guard, ye fair. 

Your hearts with care. 

Poor things, beware of men — 

Oh, listen not to an3rthiDg 
rt 0 
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Tlaey may say, or swear, or sing, 

Till on the finger is the img — 

Beware, aay I again. 

VALissTiira {comes fottmrd). What brings ye here ? 
whom come ye to destroy, 

Cursed rat-oatohers ? — to the devil with the lure — 
To the devil with the sooundrela. 

MBPmsTOPHBLES. Well done, boy, 

The poor guitar is cracked beyond all cure. 
valenthte. Now for his skull. 

MBpmsTOPHBLEs, Now, Doctor, now ’s your time. 
Courage — stick close— that ’s a hiave fellow : 

Have at him — just do as I tell you — 

Out with your duster — thrust away — 

I’!l parry. 

VALENTiNis. Parly that. 

MEPHisTOPHELES. Child’s play ! 

Easily done. 

VALENTINE. And that. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. As easy quite. , 

VALENTINE. The devil assists him m the fight — 
My hand is wounded. 

msPHiSTOPHELES. Now thrust homo. 

VALENTINE. Oh, tortUTO ! 

MBPHisTOPHBLBS. The clown ’s done for — come, 
We’d best be ofi — ^havo not a niiniito 
To lose — already is the cry 
Of murder raised — and although I 
ICnow the police, and have fiionds in it. 

This la a very ugly sorape. 

To manage it in any shape 
Perplexes me, 

MABTiiA [at the vtindow). Up ! — up ' — 

MABSARET {at her mndoto). A light ! 

MARTHA. Eaihng and scuffling — how they fight ! 
PEOPLE (i« the street). One of them is already dead, 
MARTHA. Seis!© on the murderers — are they fled ? 
MARGARET {ctming mt). Who is it f — ^who I 
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rioPLE. Thy mother’s son. 

MAKGABET. Oil God ! 

VALENTINE. I die — said soon — soon done ! 

Women, why stand you wailmg, crying ? 

Will yon not listen ? I am dying. 

Margaret, take oounsel, you are still 
Young, and conduct your business ill ; 

1 speak in confidence — you aie 
A strumpet — throw away pretence — 

Be one in earnest — there were sense 
In this — he one thmg or the other. 

MARGARET. My God ! what can you mean, my 
hrother ? 

VALENTINE. Best let the name of God alone ! 
That which is done, alas ! is done. 

The past is past — the wretched game 
You play is everywhere the same, 

Begins in folly — ends in shame. 

First one man visits — then, less private, 

Another ; soon the coy hegimier 
Will welcome all, till she arrive at 
The streets, and is a common sinner. 

• 

When Shame is born, she shrinks from sight, 
Draws over her the veil of night, 

Trembles at every stir, and tries 
Of hood and cloak the moan disguise. 

Yea — unfamiliar yet with sin — 

Would hush the warning voice within. 

On moves she unobserved, unknoivn ; 

But bigger soon, and bolder grown, 

Walks, hand in liand, the bioad highway. 

With Slanuer, in. the eye of day. 

And as her features, marred and coarse. 

From hour to hour look worse and worse, 

While men behold her with affright, 

She stalks affronting the daylight. 

Already do I see the day. 

When all, with loathing, turn away 
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From tLee, aa from a plaguo-struck corac, 

I ace tlie gnawings of remorse : 

— Abandoned outcast of the street, 

How wilt thou hear their eyes to meet ? 

Hewer, as once, the golden chain 
To wear in pride — never again! 

'Never again, that fairest face, 

To shine at church, in the high place. 

And never more the dance to grace 
No more in modest pride to deck 
With frills of snowy lace thy neck ; 

But in some filthy nook to lie, 

’Mong strumpets live — ’mong beggars die ; , 

And find, for thee, heart-broken one. 

Though God has mercy, Man has none. 

MABTHA. Pray, dying man, for mercy ; dread 
To heap God's curses on thy head ! 

YALENTiNio. Fiend, could I tear thy leprous skin ! 
Procuress ! sordid slave of sin ! 

Then might I rest, my consoienoe freed 
From every weight by that one deed. 

MAnoABHr. My brother — oh, what agony — 
Brother, forgive — I grieve for tlico. '' 

VALBK'rrtiB. Cease weopmg thus for mo : thy fall— 
That was the sharpest wound of all. 

Fearless I go — as fits the bravo — 

To God and to a .soldier’s grave. 


CATHEDRAL 

Seuvice.— Oboan and Akthem, 

Maboabet among a number of •people , — Evin SpJbit 
lehind SIaroaket. 

BVIL SPIBIT, How changed is everything 
With thee, poor Margaret, 

Since ^ when, still Ml of innocence, 

1 l^on 'to this very altar 
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Didsl, come, and from llio little old tlinmbod prayer- 
book 

Didst lisp the mnrmured ptayors •, 

Half with the children out at play, 

In a child’s happy fancies, thy young heart. 

And half with God in heaven. 

And dost thou, eanst thon think ? , . 

Thy brain, where wanders it ? . . 

In thy heart, oh what a weight 
Of guilt, of evil done ! 

Prayost thou for thy mother’s soul — 

She who through thee did sleep and sleep away 
Into undying agonies ? 

And on thy door-stead whose the blood 7 
And in thy bosom is there not 
A stirring, that is torture, 

And with foreboding ferns 
Makes felt the present woe ? 

MAROARET. Woe, WOB ! 

Oh that I could escape 

ITrese dark thoughts flitting over and athwart me, _ 
And all accusing me 1 

ojioiH. Dibs Ieab, Dibs iiila 

SopvBT sAEcnmu nr BivinpA. 

EVIL sriEIT. 

The judgement arrests thee — 

The trumpet is sounding — 

The graves are astir — 

And thy heart. 

Prom the sleep of its nshos, 

Dor fiety torture 
Created again, 

Awakes up and trembles. 

MARGAEE'T. That I were out of this — 

I feel as if the organ 
Stifled my breathing. 

And that the anthem was 
Breaking my heart. 
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CHoiE. Judex erqo cum sedebit, 

QotDQUID EATBT AUEAREBIT, 

Nil iKULTUM ebmaebbit. 

MARGARET. I feel SO tightened here, 

The pillars of the wall 
Aie grasping me ; 

The arch above 
Weighs on me. — Air ! 

EVIL SPIRIT. 

Hide thyself — sin and shame 
Will find thee out — 

Oh, never wore they hidden — 

Air — light — exposure— ' 

Woe ’s thee ! 

CHoiB. Quid sum laiaaE tuno diotubus, 

Quem patronum rogatueus. 

Cum vix Justus sit secdbus. 

EVIL SrlEIT. 

From thee theii countenances 
The sons of light all turn. 

To reach to thee their hands 
Makes the pure shudder — 

Woe ! 

CHOIR, Quid sum misbr tuno dioturus. 

MARGARET (fainting) to the girl next her. Your flasket, 
friend. 


WALPUEGIS NIGHT 
Hartz Mountains. 

Shirke and Elbnd. 

Faust — Mephistopheles. 
MEEHISTOPHBLES. Would not a hrooaistiok be a 
good thing here 

For a tired man to ride ? I wish 1 had got 
A buck -goat, rough and tough — neck thick, trot quick : 
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The road is long, and we are loitering, 

The time just come — the place still far away. 

FAUST. While I feel firm upon my limbs, the road 
Thus wild and intricate but pleases me ; 

And this knobbed staff affords support enough. 

Why should wo wish the way more short ? To steal 
Silently through the deep vale’s labyrinth, 

And issuing thence to ohmb these rooks, from which 
The bubbling water gushes up for ever, 

And streams a white precipitous cataract — 

’Tis this — ’tis this that makes such paths dehghtful. 
The stirring hieath of spiing hath W'aked the 
bitch, 

And the slow pine already feels her power — 

Shall we alone of all that live and breathe 
Remain uninfluenced by her cheering spirit ? 

MEPHISTOPHELES. I oan feel nothing of it — all 
within 

With me is winter — give me the bleak snow, 

And the cold ice upon my desolate path. 

With what a red and meWoholv light 
'live waning moon’s imperfect orb is moving, 

Casting faint, cold, nnservieeablo beams, 

And making each step dangerous — -lest the foot 
Dash ’gainst some straggling tree or jutting rock ; 
I’ll call a wildfire Will-o’-the-Wisp to light us. 

See, there is one bums bright and merrily. 

The freakish spark, look, how he flings away 
On the regardless night his spendthriit splendour. 
Holla ! my friend, come join our company ; 

Come, come, instead of wasting idly there, 

Come be the pilot of our perilous way, 

Mdve on, and light us through the desert moors. 
■wiLP-o’-Tnn-wisp. Wours most respectfully — I’ii 
strive to serve you ; 

But it is struggling against nature — devious 
And Kig-zag is our customary course. 
MEPHTSTOPHBLES. Ha, ha ! — ha, ha ! he thihk.s to 
mimic man ; 

Go straight — for once — in the devil’s name, go straight— 
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On, saucy spark, on — or I’ll blow tboe ont, 

Foot gleam of marsh-light hfe, 

wiLL-O’ -THJJ -msp. ’Tia phaiA to aeo 

That the maatar of the house is here — my lord, 

I will be aU I can be, to obhge yon, — 

But, think, the hill to-day is mad with magic ; 

And, if wo should not go the straightest road. 
Remember that your guide is hut a meteor. 

Faust, MEPnisTopHBuss, Meteor {alternatdy). 
sows. 

Into the magic world, the centre 
Of fancies strange and dreamy soienco. 

By a meteor led, we enter. 

His wild light our best reliance. 

Then, Meteor, guide us on in haste, 

Through regions lonely, wide, and waste. 

Woods — how swift they vanish by us 1 
Trees on trees — how fast they fly us ! 

And the cliffs, with antic greeting, 

Bending forward and retreating. 

How they mock the midnight meeting ; 

Ghastly rooks grin glaring on us. 

Panting, blowing, as they shun us ! 

Trickling on, through sward and stone. 

Bill and rivulet run down — 

Murmuring and rustling near. 

Voices meet and mock tho ear ; 

Sweet sounds greet us from above : 

Are they — are they words of love ? 

Tender tones, that from the wild wood 
Whisper back the days of childhood 7 
All that was, when we were young, 

Enuir to the heart, now meets it; 

And the rook, with airy tongue, 

Becalls, restores, the enchanted song. 

And lin4®r^ in love repeats it. 
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How the song of eolio chtraos 
Like tlio voice of otlier times ! 

Tu-wlioo ! — Tu-wLoo ! — ike owl’s in vioTv — 
Nearer, clearer, comes his hooting — 
Through the dusk air see him shooting — 
The long-horned owl, with pinions grey. 

The blind bat borne in circles dizzy, 

The crow — the lapwing — and the jay. 

Are wakeful all — all out and busy — 

See lizards in the green twigs tender, 

With heavy paunch and long legs slender — 
Everywhere strange sights we see — 

Are they what they seem to be ? — 

Here ’s many a twining plant that flings 
Bound rock and root its serpent strings, 
And seeks to dart, in eager watch 
The heedless journeyer’a foot to oatoh, 

From olose-oompaoled living masses 
Its angry fangs on each who passes ; 
Everyvihere around ns playing, 
Many-coloured mice are straying, 
Numberless, ’motig moss and heather ; 

And the fire-flies orowd together. 

With buzzing motion, swarnimg, crushing, 
Bound our meteor lender niahing ! 

We be strangers here wlio stray, 

Natives of the hills are they, 

Gleesome creatures bright and gay. 

Merry guides ! hurrah ! hurrah 1 — 

Wild the escort — wild the way ! 

Tell me, tell me, where wo are — 

We have wandered fast and far — 
la our wizard journey ended 7 
Is the Brookon yet ascended 7 
Bound us everything seems wheeling, 

Trees are whirling, rocks are reeling — 

All in rapid circles spinning. 

With motion dizzying and dinning. 
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Everything that round ua races 
Malres grotesque and fiendish fanes ; 

Swelling, puffing, multiplying, 

On all sides wild-fiie fights are flying. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. Come, be alive — bo far, so well ; 
We’re at the half-way pinnacle. — 

The worst is over now — catch fast 
My mantle, while we turn and cast 
A glance beneath us on the mines 
Where Mammoit in the mountains shines ! 

PATJST. What a strange glimmer stains the ground. 
Like the dull heavy clouds around 
The east, ere yet the sun ascends ; 

Far down the dusky hue extends, 

For leagues below earth’s surface spread, 

A gloomy — thick — discoloured red. 

Tinging the dreary sides of this 
Desperate, hope-deadening precipice — 

Here rises smoke, there vaporous whiteness. 

But yonder what a blaze of brightness 
On every object round is gleaming ! — 

Now m a narrow thread ’tis streaming, 

And now the illuminating current 
Bursts sparkling like a winter torrent, 

Here, round the vale, you see it wind, 

In long veins delicate and slender, 

And there in bondage strict confined, 

It brightens into burning splendour ' 

A thousand sparks, like gold-dust, Bprmkling 
The waste air, aie before us twinkling, 

And see the tall rook kindling, biightenmg, 

Glows with intensity of lightning — 

Turret, — ’twould seem — and fence and spire 
Lit up at once with festal fire. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. Well, IS not Mammon’s princely 
hall 

Lit gaily for our festival ! 

I’m glad you’ve seen it — the wild night 
Bodes storm, that soon wiU hide it ejuite— 

Already is it swept from sight^ — 
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Wild work ia on tke winda — I see already 
Omens that say the boisterous guests are coming. 

FAUST. The angry galo blows insolently upon us ' 
How keen and cold upon my neck it fulls, 

Like strokes of some sharp weapon. 

MEPHiSTOPHEnES, Firmly seize 

The old projeotions of the ribbed rock — 

Else it will blow you down into the chabm 
Yawning below ua like a sepulchre. 

Clouds frown heavily, and hearken 
How the wood groans as they darken, 

And the owls, in fear and fright 
At the stormy face of night. 

Beat the air in homeward flight ; 

The halls of evergreen are shaking. 

And their thousand piUara breaking. 

Hearken how the tempest wrenches 
Groaning trunks and crashing branches. 

And the earth beneath ia rifted. 

And the shrieking trees uplifted — 

Bole, and bough, and blossom cheerful, 

^’air trees fall in rum fearful ; 

— How the haughty forest brothers 
Bend and tremble 1^ — how they fall 1 
How they oling on one another’s 
Arms ! — each crushes each and smothers, 

TiU, tangled, strangled, down come all ; 

And the wild Winds through the ruin 
Are howling, hissing, and Eailooing ! 

Down the valleys how they sweep, 

Round and round, above and under. 

Rend the giant cliffs asunder. 

And, with shout and scream appalling. 

Catch the mighty fragments falling ! 

How they laugh, and how they leap. 

As they hurry off their plunder I 
Headlong steep, and gorges deep, 

Gulf, and glen, and rock, in wonder, 

Echo back the stormy thunder 1 



200 


FAUST 


— — List ! — I thought I heard a ringing 
In my ear of voices singmg — 

Above — around us — faint, now clearer, 

Distant now — now warbling ne,aier — 

Now, all the haunted hiU along. 

Streams the maddening magic song ! 

WITCHES IN ciioEirs. On to the Brocken the witches 
are flocking — 

Merry meet — merry part — how they gallop and drive. 
Yellow stubble and stalk are rocking. 

And yoimg green corn is merry ahve, 

With the shapes and shadows swimming by, 

To the highest heights they fly. 

Where Sir Urian sits on high — 

Throughout and about, 

With clamour and shout. 

Drives the maddening rout, 

Over stock, over ^ stone ; 

Shriek, laughter, and moan. 

Before them are blown. 

A VOICE. Before the rest — beyond the best — 

Who to load the group is fitter ? 

In savage pride see Baubo ride 
On her sow about bo litter. 

cnoftus. Baubo — honour to w'hom honour ~ 
Benediction bo upon 'her — 

Forward, mother ! — as we speed us, 

Who BO fit as thou to lead us ! 

Forward — clcai the way before ub ! 

Then follow wo in screaming chorus ! 

A VOICE. Whence oame you ? 

A VOICE. Over l^enstein — 

As I passed I peeped into a nest, 

And the night-owl, soared from her stupid rest. 
Fixed her frightened eyes on mine ! 

A voioB, 0 go to the devil — ^why drive you so fast 1 
A VOICE. Sho grazed my side as she hurried 
past. 

And the Bkin is sore and the blast is ohill : 

Xnok there— see where — ^tis bleeding still. 
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CHOKDS oif wiTOiias. The way is long, and weary, 
and wide — 

And the madman throng crowds on every side — 

The pitchforks aoiatoh, and the broomsticks scrape, 
Will tho child within escape. 

When tlio mother, crushed to death, 

Suffocating pants for breath ? 

wizA-nna AND WABLOOKS. sEMicnoatrs 1. 

Like the lazy snail, %ve linger and trail : 

Our woman-kind, as fleet as the wind. 

Have left us far and far behmd — 

On a road like this men droop and drivel, 

While woman goes fearless and fast to the devil. 

WIZAED3 AND WABDOOKS. SSMIOHOBUS 2. 

Swift they go, and swift they go, 

And gain a thousand steps or so, 

But slow is swift, and swift is slov’. 

Woman will bustle, and woman will justlo, 

Bab vet at the end will lose the day, 

Bor liurry and hurry as best sho may, 

Man at one long bound clears the way. 

VOIODS iTBOM ABOVE. Coms With US — Dome with us 
from Belaen-seo, 

From the lake of rocks to the eagle height 
Of tho hills — come with ue — to-night — to-night ! 
VOICES VEOM BELOW. To Wander above, is the thing 
we love. 

Oh for one hour of this one night ! 

For ono mad dance on the Brocken height ! 

When shall we join in the wild delight '! 

Wa have washed, and washed, and washed us white 
Again and again — wo are barren quite — 

But our hearts are aglow, our checks are bright — 
We have watched a-left — ^we have watched a-right. 
And we hear the sound of the far-off flight 
As they hurry away, and are swept from sight. 

j;SB TWO OHOBBSES. That wind that scattered the 
, clouds is dead. 
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And they thicken, soon o’er tlie wandering moon : 

She hides her head — and the stars are Ilcd ; — 

With a whispering, whistling, driiszhng sound. 

And a faU of meteor fires around — 

Onward, onward, hurry, skurry, 

The hell-driven rout of ■wizar(to hurry. 

VOICE FBOM BELOW. Stop — Stop — stop. 

VOICE EBOM ABOVE. What VOlOe is this 

Calls to US from the abyss ? 

Seems it that the words just spoken 
From the crannied rook have broken ? 

VOICE jfBOM BELOW. Stop — stop — stop — for me — 
for me — 

Guarded and bound with slant rooks round — 

Stop — stop— stop — and make me free — 

Three hundred years moiling, three hundred years 
toiling. 

Hurry work — weary work — .step after step 
I grasp and I grope, and in time I have hope 
To clinih to the top — sisters, stop — sister’s, stop — - 
I anoint every joint, and I pray my own prayer. 

In the May-sabbath night, to the Prince of the air. — 

Are you not my kindred ? — and why am I hind’red* 
From mixing among you, and meetmg him there ? 

noxK cHonnsES. 

Brooms fly fast when warlocks ride ’em 
Hams, with those who know to guide ’em ; 
Broken branohes gallop lightly ; 

Pitchforks, too, make coursers sprightly. 

A buok-goat or boar is as good as the best of them. 
Each man for himself, and who cares for the rest of 
them t 

Many an e^g-shell air-balloon. 

To-night will land at our saloon; 

Ho who fails in his endeavour 
To join us now, is gone for ever. 

BALF-wiTOp; EROM BELOW. Far away 1 hear their 
laughter. 



WALPCfflGlS NIGHT 


209 


Hopelesaly I stumble after ; 

Cannot vest at home in qmel — ■ 

Here I caimot join the not, 

wiTCHEa IN CHORDS. Strength is given us by this 
ointment — 

We ■will keep to-night’s appoinlment — 

We can speed on sea, no matter 
Were the sail a cobweb tatter ; 

And a plank as weak and thin as 
Snail’s abandoned shell our pinnace. 

He who cannot fly to-night. 

Win never soar a wizard’s flight. 

BOTH OHOBirsns. And when we’ve reached the top- 
most bound, 

Like swallows skim the haunted ground ; 

Far and wide upon the heath, 

^read your oiroluig guard beneath ; 

Watch and ward ’gainst treachery. 

With all the hosts of witchery. 

MBPiuaTOPiuaLBS. The air is heavy and oppressive. 
And the whirlmg din oscessivo; 

Hattling with the ceaseless babble, 

Oi the tumultuous hell-driven rabble j 
Sultry, vaporous, and sickening ; 

Te a denser substaiioo thickening. 

Burning noisomely, and gUttering 
With fiery sparks for ever fritluniig. 

Poisoning everything it reaches. 

Atmosphere for fiends and witches. 

Bpt cling more close to mo, or we niU lose 
Each other soon — where art thou 1 
yATjST (frotn a great distance). Here I am I 
SDiiPHiSTOPHiiiMS. What, lost already — tom away so 
far — 

Thon most I show that I am master here ! 

Make way, good people, for my young friend yonder : — 
Boom for young Voeand — ^ room, sweet people, room. 
Mere, Doctor, cling to me, and with one sprmg 
We’ll rid ourselves of the whole set at onee. 

They are too bad — this raving is too much 

TAUST r 
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Even for me. — Look yonder at the bkazo 
Of briglitness — a distinct and steady finmc : 

How different fi'om all Iho brimstone torclic.'! 

And wildfire liglits that madden round the hill, — 

It tempts me to explore that distant copse — 

Come let ua steal away from this wild crowd. 

TAUST. Spirit of Contradiction — well, lead on ! 

I cannot hut admire the bright idea 
Of wandering to the Brocken in May-night, 

To enjoy, forsooth, the charms of solitude. 

M1SPHISTOPHELB3. See, See the lights ! how cheerily 
they hum ! 

There seems to be a merry set assembled, 

A little party met of choice gay spirits. 

BAUST. Yet w'ould I rather be above — see ! see ! 
Where through the whirls of smoke bursts the red light, 
And glows and triumphs — in what hurrying waves 
Numbers on numbers evermore increasing, 

The thickening throng streams onward— -still — still 
onward — 

All under the resistless fasoination — 

All to the worship of the evil One — 

The clue to many a puzzling mystery 

May ha found hero — to-night will be unravelled 

Many a strange riddle. 

MBPinsroriiBUss. And strange riddles, too. 
May he proposed to-night, and not unravelled — 

But leave we the great world and its distractions, 
While we enjoy our quiet corner here. 

’Tis quite established that, in all largo parties, 

The guests divide in small and scattered circles— 
See the young witches all are naked there, 

And all the old ones with coy hashfulness, 

Veiling their timid charms — come, come, look pleasant, 
If it were only to oblige a Mend — 

’Tis not much trouble, and we’ll have rare sport. 

I hear the music—ourse upon their soraping ! — 

But 'twill sound better when we’re used to it. 

Come, come, I must insist upon your coming — 
Come — must introduce my honoured friend. 
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Well now, wlaat, think you. ? Is not this a long 
And splendid room ? You scarce can sec the end ! 

A line of fires — at least a hundred, shine 
Brilliantly: trhat a scene of gaiety 
Of all kinds — chatting, dancing, drinking here — 
Cooking, and making love — can anything 
In the world be pleasanter ? 

PAtJST. In what character 

Are we to loiow you — devil, or conjuror ? 

mephistophules, I travel, usually, incognito ; 

But upon gala days the great display 
Their stars and orders. — I’ve no need to sport 
A garter — for the horse’s foot is here 
In high repute,' — See you that sliding snail ? 

Eye — smell — ^touch — aU gathered up into one ? 

Hither she creeps— her trembling feelers out — 
Instinotively she knows that I am here. 

And touching — smelling — eyeing, on prowls she, 
Crowding herself together — ^wide awake — 

Out of her frozen sleep suddenly roused. 

Even if I wished disguise, it hero would be 
A thing impossible — come, come with me. 

‘Forward from fire we saunter on to fire; 

Play you the lover where 1 introduce you. 

[As they yass on, Mephistopkelbs addresses a 
party sitting round a feto dying embers. 

Old gentlemen, pray, how do you get on 

In the corner here ? Why — sure you ought to be 

Alive, and flirting in some merry circle. 

See, where the gay young girls are giggling, yonder, — 
If you are thus dull, you might have stayed at home^ 
OBNEBAL. Who may trust a people’s favour, 
Though he fight for them for ever ? 

To nations, as to girls ungrateful. 

The young are dear, the old are hateful. 

BX-MBsasTEB, Little now to prize or praise ; 

— Give me hack the good old days, 
f When kings and couria obeyed our call. 

And ourselves were all in aU. 

PAHVENTJ. I was one of Fortune’s pupils. 
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DisregM'ded doubts and scruples ; 

Thus bar golden gifts I found ; 

Then, alas ! the wheel turned round. 

AUTHOlt. How public taste declmos 1 — they never 
Head works that once were counted clover; 

— And then the oritica — all invidious — 

Pert, prating, ignorant, fastidious ! 

MBPHlSTOPHELBS {who has suddenly assumed the 
appearance of extreme old age). I feel the world is 
waning into age ; 

All things are ripening fast for the last day. 

With feeble, tottering feet, for the last time, 

Ptb climbed the witches’ hill — the u'ine of life 
la low with me — and therefore ’tis that I, 

An old man, think the world is on the lees. 

• HuoKSTim-wiTati. Who’ll buy ? who’ll buy 3 — great 
bargains going! 

Kara things hero to tempt the knowing ! — 

Stop and see them ! — ^my ooUccUon 
Weil deserves minute inspection. 

Such variety, in vaiu 
Would you hope to moot again. 

Of the curious articles, 

Which your own old woman sells ; 

Bate and precious 1 every one 
Hath on earth its business done. 

Will you have the dagger knife. 

That hath drained a brother’s life 3 
Or the Cup that held a draft. 

Which was death to him that quaffed ? 

— ^This was from a royal feast. 

And a queen had drugged the bowl ; 

— This a chalice, and the priest, 

— On him a confiding soul 
Pooked for comfort — poured in it 
Venom of the aconite : 

Here are trinkets — chain and gem — 

Young man, you should purohase thepi— 
pearls, with which the wealthy donor 
Won vain woman, to dishonour. 
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Poor things I poor things ! — the best and kindest 
Pall Boonest, for their heart is blindest. 

And feels, and loves, and does not reason — 

And they are lost — poor things ! poor things ! 

— Here are swords, the gift of kings, 

That have done the work of treason ; 

Or pierced, some coward hand directing, 

The sleeping or the nnsuspecting. 

JIEPHISTOPHBMS. Old lady, you mistake the times 
■we live in — 

Every one’s heart to novelty is given : 

Thro'w out your box of relics—snch antiques 
As these no creature fancies now or seeks. 

The past is dead and gone — the present passion 
Is novelty — this trash is out of fashion. 

KAiraT. Scarce know I who I nm or whore — 

They croM'd and ru,sh as at a fair. 

MBrmsTOPHBLES. Forward the whirling crowd is 
striving. 

All driven along the stream and driving. 

All rushing on in one direction, 

And each enjoying the reflection 
That he to-night is his own sovereign, 

That his own thoughts his movements govern, 
Unoonsoioua that the same broad river 
Boars down its wavo each seh-deceiver. 
rAnsT. Who ’a that t 

MnPHiSTOPinsLES. Her features closely scan — 
’Tis the fii'St -wife of the Jirst man. 
arAUST. Who, say you ? 

MBPinsTOPHEtEs. Adam’s first ■wife, Lilith 

Beware — beware of her bright hair. 

And the strange di’oss that glitters there : 

Many a young man she beguilelh. 

Smiles wirmingly on youthful faces, 
jSut woe to him whom she embraces I 
VAXTBT (looTcing at another growp). The old grey witch 
— ^how she squats do'wn — poor devil ! 

Banting for breath — half-dead — fainting and flounder- 
ing— f 
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And the young vixen -with her finds the revel 
Bather too much for her — she, too, is foundering. 
jiBPHJBToraBLEs. Nonsense, the fun -will ne’er bo 
over. 

Advance, my friend, and play the lover. 

Look, man, the girl’s well worth the winning—. 

Come, join the dances just beginning. 

[Faust and Mephistophelbs tnka paHnen. 
PAirsT {dancing with the young mtch). ’Twaa my 
fortune onoa to see 
In a dream an apple-tree ; 

Rosy apples — one, two, three — 

With a glad smile tempted mo ; 

And to-night again I seem. 

In the trance of that sweet dream, 

Lovely is the tree I wis. 

And the apple pleasant is. 

HIS pahtnbk. Dear little apples— aye 1 their prioa 
Was more than gold in paradise — 

And pleasant to the sight and touch: 

I come from gardens rich in such. 

MEPHiaTOPHEr-Bs {with the old witch). I had a troubled , 
dream, and it " 

Was haggard as a night-maro fit, 

I saw an old tree torn and split. 

And yet it pleased me, I admit, 

HIS pabthbr. With lowest courtesy I aaluto 
The gay knight of the Horse’s Foot: 

The tree of knowledge, trunk and root, 

Is his — and his must be the fruit. 
PHOcTOPHANTAamsT. Cursed dovils — ^how they 
murder 

All attempts at keeping order: 

All in vain it is to prove 

To Spirits by what laws they move ; — 

Mocking at all regulation. 

Ridiculing demonstration. 

See them onward still advancing, 

Ghosts ! like men and women dancing, 

' 1 patjst’s pastotsb. Who ’s this presumes to interfere ? 
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What means the forward fellow here ? 

FAUST. Wlial, — he ? — ^why he is everywhere — 
lie never dances — but he guides 
Opinion — disapproves — decides — 

On carriage and the true division 
Of time gives laws with calm precision. 

While others danae he criticizes, 

And all is perfect that he prizes ; 

And what he does not prate about 
Is but of small account, no doubt: 

Nay, such his wondrous powers of seeing, 

What he beholds not has no being : 

Our careless grouping must perplex him. 

But dancing forward ’s sure to vex him. 

The only figures he approves 
Are where the set in circles moves, 

StiU turning his own humdrum round 
Within the same contracted bound. 

Holding, at times, grave consultation. 

Listening to him with veneration, 

As he with magisterial rigour 
Commands a change of tune and figure. 

• PEOCTOPHANTASMiST. Still here ! defying me 1 
rabble 

Of rude ghosts ! — ’tis intolerable ! — 

What 1 restlessly still thronging hither ? 
Vanish from my sight — fade — wither — 

How can men say that spectres haunt ’em ? 

— 'Tiro mind, does it not make the phantom ? 
Who and what are they ? — ^mere relations 
That we may see or not at pleasure — 

And here they come and — grant me patience — 
Mix in the dance — converse at leisure. 

I thought, that, by my labours brightened. 

The world for this was too enlightened. 

These devils — they rise, and in derision 
Of all I say, stijl cross my vision. 

What — ^beings, that have no existence. 

To mock each law of time and distance ! 

Why. after this, the TECfEL ghost 



210 


FAUST 

May grin again at his old post. 

I thought I’d swept away these fancies 
Of plays, and pooms. and romancoa ! 

Still hero ! with all the noise of Babel, 

These dreams of a forgotten fable ! 

jtattst’s nAETNER. Sdcnce, silence, old iniruder ! 
PBOCTonnANTASMiST. Wliat 1 the ghosts are growing 
ruder — 

How they beard me, in defiance 
Of every inference of acienoo ! 

Fiends, I toll you to your faces, 

I will malco you know your places ! 

Whftt ! in. public thus to fool us ! 

A mob of ghoata, forsooth, to rule us ! 

[The dancing goes on. 
To-night— why this is Goblin-hall, 

Spirits and apeotrea all in all. 

My comments — what aro they ? — the cavils, 

Of a sour cynic on his travels, 

A passing stranger’s lealons spite. 

— But Time will set tho matter ught. 

Good sense assert its proper power, 

Hethrone tho tyrant of tho hour. 

And take revonge on my tormentors, 

Goblins, and ghosts,' and gliosl-inveniors / 

M]sPiiiaTOPiu;r..J!i3. He’ll tluw himself into a puddle j 
Thsro will he, slnpefymg, maddie. 

Till leeches, clinging to bis body. 

Are weary of thwr banquet bloody' : 

Ifot spirits sinking — spirits rising 
The one cure is phiobotomizing ; 

Delusions vanish soon — the leech 

Diseases of the bead can reach 

And cure them— biting on the breech. — 

Blue devils lade fast, and, disappearing, 

Smile on tire sage with aspect cheering. 

The brain will 'Urns correct and clear its 
Vague whims, and vexing thoughts of Spirits. 

—Why have you quitted thus already 
sweet and caplivating lady. 
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Who sang so lovingly and well, 

And clanood so 

I-AtrsT. Wlty, I fear lo tell ; 

But from her moutli, while she was Binging, 

1 Raw a little red monso springing. 

MltPnrsTOPiiELiiiii Wiry start at trifles, iny good 
follow ? 

’Tis well it was not grey or yellow. 

What can these dull suspicions profit ? 

The mouse — why make a mountain of it ? 

A pretty sort of reason this is 
To fly a loving lady’s kisses. 

JAUST. And then I saw 

MumnsTorn-ELEs. What ? 

PAtrsT. Look, Mephisto, there, 

Pee yon far off, and ehadow-like, a fair 
Pale form — a lovely girl — almost a child — 

Standing alone — with sweet eyes, sad and mild ? 

She Joolcs on us — she moves — she leaves the place— 
Her feet are bound — she slides with mournful pace. 

I cannot from itiy heart dispel the wild, 

Strange tliought, that her’s is my own Margaret’s 
’ face. 

MEPinsrorHELES. Repel that thought ; 'tis hut an 
idle trick 

Of heated fancy, and the form you see 
Is nothing but a magic mockery. 

Ti> gasse on it most dangerous may be. 

Charmed by its marble stare, the blood grows thick 

And hardens into marble ; but ere now 

You must have heard of pale Mitoxtsa’s brow. 

PAtrsT. Ah, no ! a corpse’s eyes are those 
Whose lids no loving fingers close. 

’Tis she — that form — that face — that breast 
So often to my bosom prest. 

MiuraiSTorHELEs. Pool ! ’tin delusion ! every lover 
Would there his charmer’s looks discover. 
jfAVST, lYhat mirth is here — and, oh ! what grief— 
my glance 

SliU — still returns to that pale countenance ; 
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And see around her neck a slender chain, 

That stripes the snowy skin with crimson stain : 
Scarce broader than a knife’s thin edge it soeins — 

A strangely chosen omamont it seems. 
MEFHJSTOeHELES. Yes, you are right ; for 1 can soe 
it too, 

— But thinlc no more of it than others do. 

Be not surprised, if you should see her carry 
Her head under her arm — ’twere like enough ; 

For since the day that Pebsbtjs cut it off. 

Such things are not at all extraordinary. 

But see, ah others here are pleasant ; 

Cease moping, and enjoy the present : 

All round the hill is merriment — 

Try thou the same experunont. 

Never did crowded capital 
A gayer tlirong together call ; 

And if my senses do not err, 

Yonder ’s an open theatre. 

— Well, what 's your business ? 

SBRYininis. Wo are just beginning— 

’Tis a new piece — the last of seven — seven is 
The customary number here — ’twns written 
By a young amateur of fancy — the actors 
Are dilettanti all — your pardon, gentlemen. 

But I must vanish — I’m an amateur 
Myself — and for this ono night draw the curtain. 
MBEHISTOPHEM3. Blocksberg for over I— not a 
player 

On earth but merits to bo there I 
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OB, 

Tim Goldef Bridal or Oberon and Titania. 

An Intebldde. 

MANAGER 

To-day our trouble is but small. 

No need of nice machinery ; 

A valley moist and hill are all 
The necessary scenery. 

HERALD 

’Mong mortals with the fiftieth year 
Of wedlock comes the Golden Peast — 

A happier feast of gold is here 
Commemorating &cord ceast. 

OBERON 

Subject spirits, crowd the scene, 

Oelebrato, with exultation. 

The union of your king and quenn. 

This happy reconciliation. 

pircBr, 

Here comes Puck — ^you’ll always find mo 
Ciroling in the meiry dance, 

And a hundred more behind me 
Twinkling joyous feet advance. 

ARIEL 

Sweet, heavenly sweet is Ariel’s song 
What a crowd of hideous features 

The music wins, and what a throng 
PollowB me of lovely creatures ! 
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OBlEHOJr 

Men and wives wtio would agree, 

We invite yom' imitation; 

The only oortain recipe 
For dying love is separation. 

TITAMA 

If vife he cross, and hnaband fuming, 

To make tliem Imow each other’s worth. 

To the South Pole take the woman, 

And her husband to the North. 

TUB WHOLE OBCHESTBA 

Insect swarms, in miirmnrmg flight, 

Out innaiciana of tho night. 

Fly, and gnat, and bee, and beetle, 

Ply mouth, nose, and winglet little, 

C'nelcetfl, chirping, ’mong the bushes, 

And hoarse frogs croaking from the rushes. 

SOLO 

Heal' the drowsy bagpipe groan, 

The bag 's a soap-bloivn hubhlc airy, 

And gi'unibling through the winding diono 
Come sullen sounds oxtraordmary. 

EMBBTO STOUT 

Spider’s foot and lizard’s belly. 

And wmglete for the ejnhryo 1 
The animated lump of jolly 
Writes vorsos of the smoothest flow. 

hABTitBRS DANCISrO 
Little steps— light, springy leaps 
Through honey-dew add field-flowers fragrant ; 
How pleasant, but that sometliing keeps 
From fields pf air the willing Vagrant ! 
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IMCJUISITIVD TBAVr/LLISn 
A thousand figures here burlesque 
A masquerade’s wild gaiety. 

And mingling ivitli the gioupa grotesque, 

See Oboron the little deity. 

OBTHOBOX BIViNB 

What ! without claws— without a tail ! 

Yet aU whose thoughts are sober on 
Such serious subjects know too well 
The ‘ Gods of Gbeeob ’ and Obduos-. 

ABTIST TEOM THE HOBTH 

As yet my works ore sketches ‘merely, 

Though you’ll admit done prettily, 

But I’ve made my arrangements nearly 
For travellmg m Italy. 

fOBMALIST 

What sinful, riotous excesses ! 

Fool that I was to join the crowd here— 

Such shockingly mdeoent dresses I 

And but a witch in two wears powder 1 

XOTOTO WITCH 

Keep powder, patch, and petticoat 
For gi'ey-haired hags — sldns smeared and sooty — 
While 1 sit fearless on my goat 
la the Aea pride of naked beauty. 

' ZMAXKON 

For scolding weVa too much politeness — 

Sneers like this are best forgotten. 

Row cheek, and soft neck’s whiteness, 

May they soon be coarse and rotten 1 

LBADBB Of THE BANB 
Insect-harpers, as you wander 
Round the hall in many a ringlet, 
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Spare the naked beauty yonder 
Wound of sting, or touch of winglet. 
Grasshoppers from the green bushes, 

Brown frogs oroalcing from the rushes, 

Brave muaioians for tho night,. 

Watch that the tune and time go right. 

WBATHEBCOOK {pointing in one direction) 
Well, what a brilliant company ! 

The girls bow fair and nnalieoted ! 

And not a man but seems to be 
Bor beanty from mankind selected ! 

tVBATHnncooK {pointing in the opposite direction) 
What devils all ! unless the ground 
Should cleave asunder to receive them, 

I’ll fly from this place, with one hound, 

To hell, or anywhere, to leave ’em. 

XBifinH 

Small as insects, here wo bring 
Out little shears ; the crops wo gather 
Will be a grateful oliering 
To Satan, our liege lord and father ! 

HMNNIHGS 

Wliat merry groups ore crowding there ! 

Up to every frolic started ; 

And when they’re gone — I won’t say where^ 
We call them foolish, but good-hearted. 

M0SAGET 

Oh happy, happy bard ! whom chance 
To such a &ole introduces. 

With these I’d rather lead the dance 
Than he Apollo with the muses. 

GENrua OF the old WMS 
Come, follow me through smooth and rough : 
Cling closB—there ’s little need of ceremony. 
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On Blooksberg we’ll find room enough, 

Tho wide PamaBsua ’Ub of Germany. 

INQUISITIVE TBAVELLISR 

What ’s yonder pompous fellow’s name ? 

With long and solemn strides he’s pacing, 

And, like a dog that snuHs the game, 

The Jesuits, methinks, he ’s tracing. 

CEANE 

J seek my prey in waters clear, 

I seek it in the troubled rivers ; 

This scene is my delight, for here 
Are devils mixed with true behevers. 

WOBLDUNa 

Eor true believers everything 
Works good in ways all unexpected ; 

With hymns the Blooksberg rooks shall ring 
From many a convent here erected. 

DANCEB 

Is this another company. 

With trumpets sounding — ^banners glittering 7 

No; ’tis the boreal lights I see; 

From marshes hear tho booming bittern. 

DANCING-MASTER 

Devils — ^how they fling and jump — 

Through the figure flounce and scuffio ; 

Spite of wooden leg and hump, 

How they caper, cut, and Muffle ! 

VIDDLKB 

Hatred in every heart ! the tone 
Of Orpheus’ lyre, with charm celestial, 

Sooted hmtes ; to-night the bagpipe’s drone 
Tames into peace the blind and bestial ! 
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DOaMATISU 

Well, I'll maintain it — apite of anoor, 

, Or argument, or gibe uncivil — 

I see a tbouaancl devils berc. 

Which proves Iho being of a devil. 

IDEALTST 

Imagination’s power to-night 
For my sensorium too intense is ; 

If I be all that meets my sight. 

Then surely 1 have lost my senses. 

KBAIiS'J 

Reality ... is torturing mo ; 

I’m wearied with this scone of wonder ; 
The ground — it seems the ground to he — 
Gives way my tottering feet from under. 

SUPBRNATURAUBO! 

Here, for my system, as 1 rove, 

Delighted I derive assistance ; 

If there be devils, it must prove 
Of angels also the oxistence. 

SCEPTIC 

Misled they follow fairy rays. 

That promise gold with gay delusion : 
Devii, and ijoubt, the proverb says, 

And both increase to-night’s confusion. 

U5ADER OE THH HARO 

Grasshopper among the bushes, 

Brown frog croaking from the rushes, 

HeU and aU its devils haunt yc, 
Good-for-n'othing dilettanti-— 
pretty sort of harmony. 

Nose of gnat and snout of fly. 
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SImEWD JfBLlOWS 

Call us Smis-soiici — for you know 
That each of ua, a gay philosopher, 

Tf on his feet ho cannot go. 

Walks on his head, nor fears a loss over. 

AVnCWAUD (JIAJMSX OBBATUKUS 

Oh once, Heaven help us ! wo could dance ; 
How pompously wo then did swagger ! 

Now shoes out-worn, and sore feet tom, 
Along the course we faintly stagger. 

will-o’-the-wisps 

From the sink and slough we come, 

From the hole of steaming nitre ; 

And yet, in all this dazzling room, 

Shine thoro sparks more gay or brighter ? 

FALLWa STAB 

Rapidly I shot from high. 

With fiery course in brightness starry ; 

,IIere broken on the gross I lie. 

With none to help me, none to cany. 

HEAVY BODIES 

Idaocs — places — round go we — ■ 

Whoro wo dance how bore the sod is ; 

Spirits move, and all may see 
Spirits have substantial bodies. 

BUCK 

Like awkward olophante they thump 
Tho grouncl with clumsy hoofs and heavy; 

Strange shiulows ! Puck alone is plump, 

Tho sleekest spirit at tho leveo. 

ARIEL 

If wings he yours — boon Nature’s gift — 

And if the spirit so disposes, 
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Then follow Ariel — follow swift— 

Your guide to yonder hill of roaea. 

OBonnSTRA (pianimmci) 
Daylight ! — the olond-built stage — the wreatlia 
Of vapom', — where are they ? 

On reed and rush the free air breathes, 

And sweeps the dream away. 


A GLOOMY DAY.— A PLAIN 

FAOST. In miseiy — in despair — long wandering in 
wretchedness over the wide world ; and now taken up 
— shut up in the prison as a malefactor— this gentle, 
unhappy croatui'e — ^for horrid tortm'es. To this — and 
has it come to this ? Treacherous, worthless Spirit 1 
and this hast thou been concealing from me I Stand, 
there, stand 1 Aye ! loU the devil eyes furiously round 
in thy head — aye ! stand and defy me with thy insup- 
portable presence. Taken up — in distress irretrievable'- 
— given over to evil spirits — abandoned to — man — 
man that passes judgement, and is devoid of feeling ; 
and aU this, while you have been lulling and rooking 
me and deluding me among loathsome dissipations, 
and hiding from me her continually increasing wretched- 
ness, and have left her to perish without help ! 

MEPHiSTornELBS. She ia not the first ! 

jfAosT. Dog ’ abhorred monster ! turn him, oh, 
thou infinite Spirit, turn the reptile again into his dog’s 
shape, in which it was often his pleasure to scamper 
beforeme by night, to roll before the feet of the unthink- 
ing passer-by, and as he fell to fasten on his shoulders. 
Turn him again into his darling shape, that he ttiay 
crouch upon his belly before mo in the sand, and that 
I may trample upon him with my foot — the outcast ! 
Not the first ! Misery — ^misery — by no human soul is 
it to be fathomed how more than one orcatme should 
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haro sunk into the depths of this clistteas — that Iho 
first should not hnvo Biiilercd enough in her agonizing 
tortures to seoure the atonement oJ: all tho rest before 
the eyes of tho All-mcrcifnl ! I fool marrow and life 
harrowed up by the miseiy of this one — only this one ! 
thou art griiming calmly over tho fate of thousimds ! 

MuriiiSTOPUKLES- At our -vvilfi’ end wo are again, it 
would seem, already — just where you mortals find the 
overstrained, faculties snap. Why seek our society, if 
you cannot go through with it ? Think of flying, and 
yet art not proof against dizziness ! Did we force 
ourselves upon thee ? or thou thyself upon us ? 

FAUST. Show not thy thirsty teeth thus defyingly 
— I loathe thee. Great, glorious Spirit! thou vho 
didst deign to appear to me, thou who Imowest my very 
heart and soul, why hast thou chained me with this 
companion who feeds on mischief, and battens on 
destruction ? 

MEPnisToPHELES, Are you done ? 

FAUSt. Save her, or woe to thee 1 Tho most horrible 
curse on thee for thousands of years. 

MEPHisTOPHiiLES. X canuot loosen the avenger's 
’ fetters— I cannot open his bolts. Save her ! Who 
was it that threw her into ruin—l or thou ? 

[Faust looks wildly armmd. 

Art thou grasping for the thunder ? Weil, that it 
has not been given to yon wretched mortals 1 'To dash 
to pieces one who stands in your way, however innooent 
— that is just tho tyrant’s way of rescuing himself in 
every porxfiexity. 

FAUST. X’ake me thither — she shall he free I 

Mnpia8TOPHJSt.na. 'The danger to which you expose 
yourself— have you thought of that ? 'The guilt of 
blood shed i>y your hand still lies on the town. Over 
the place wlioro tho murder was committud avenging 
spirits are hovei'iug and watching for tho returning 
murderer’. 

FAUST. Tiiat, too, and from thee ? Murder and 
death of a world upon thee, monster ! 'Take mo thither, 
I say, and set bor at liberty. 
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Miii’insTOPHBMs. I will, — anci all 1 can do T will. 
Wliat Uiat all is, listen till 1 tell you. Have I all power 
in heaven and on earth ? I will oloud the gaoler’s 
senses. Do you possess yourself of the keys, and carry 
her ofl with human hand. Meanwhile T watch ; the 
magic horses are ready, and I lake you away. This 
much I can do. 

rAtrsT, Up and aivay ! 


NIGHT.— OPEN PLAIN 

Faust and Mephistopheuhs rushing along on black 
horses. 

FAUST. What are the, figures near the gibbet doing 1 
Weaving, ’twould seem ! 

mephistopheles. No — ^ rather boiling, brewing 

Some filthy broth — mumbling some incantation. 
FAUST, East they move, and west they move — now 
kneel, now bend down in prostration. 
MEPmsToraELES. Witches worshipping their master. 
FAUST. They scatter something on the earth, and 
now seem pouring a libation — 

They aprMK.le s.'swLethw.g va. the wr. 
mephtstopheles. Forward ! forward 1 — faster ! 
faster 1 


PRISON 

FAUST {with a hunch of keys and a lam-p, before an iron 
wicket), 'Tis many a day since I have trembled 
thus. 

Misery on misery heaped — a heavy burden. 

More than man can endure, has weighed me down. 

And here within these damp walls doth she live, 
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nd is lo clio bacauso aho ■vvas deluded — 
e die for thaf lier brain rvas wild and frenzied 
nd tlioii deaf healtate to go lo her ! 
osfc fear to look upon that face again ! 
nward, irresolute 1 — Ibis -waveriDg 
elays not death. 

[ife talm hold of the. lock. — Singing from within. 
Song 

My mother ! my mother ! 

The wanton woman — My mother hath slain me. 
My father, inhuman. For supper hath ta'en me — 
My little sister hath, one by one, 

Laid together each small white bone, 

'Mong almond blossoms to sleep in the cool ; 

And I woke me a wood-bird beautiful. 

'ly away, fly away, all the long summer-day, 

■ittle bird of the woods, fly away 1 fly away! 

FAUST (opening the wicket). Slio feels not that her 
love is listening — 

[ear tho chains, as they clank, and the straw rustling. 

[Tie enters. 

MARQAEET (hiding her face in the straw of her bed). 
Woe ! woo ! they come ! ilioy come ! — death, 
bitter death ! 

FAUST (in a low voice). Hush ! hush ! ’tis I who coma 
to resouQ tlioe 1 

MAUGAKUT (rolling herself at his feet). Art thou a man ? 
Have pity upon me. 

FAUST. JIusli ! Imsli ! these screams and ahrioka 
rill wake the keepers. 

[He takes hold of the chains to unlock them. 
MAEQARBT (throwing herself an her knees to him). 
Savage, who gave this cruel power to thee ? 

■t is not more than midnight now — have meroy ! 
a it too long a time to wait till morn 1 

[iSfte stands up, 

Ind I am still so young — so very young ! 

Ind must I die so soon ? — and I was fair — 
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And T was fair, and tlmi- vn-s my nnOoini?. 

Oh, if my love wnro luuo—bnt he js gone — 

Torn is my garland — scatfwfd all its JJcuvers— 

Ob, do not grasp luc with Riicli violt-nee— 

Ah, spare me ! piiro I have not injured fheo : 

Lot me not weep and pray to thee in vain ! 

Spare me — I never saw thy face before. 

fAUST. 3 mnat — 1 must endure this misery ! 
MABGAMST. T know that t am wholly in thy power— 
Only permit mo fiiat to give my brcaat 
To this poor child of mine : all the long night 
I hugged it to my heart, they took it from me ; 
They took away my child to torture me, 

And now they say that I have murdered it, 

And never never more shall I be happy : 

And they sing songs about me — ’tuiae til done ; 

It was ill (feme— so the old ballad runs. 

Wlio told them I was meant in it V 
TAtTiST {throivs himself down). A lover, Margaret, lies 
at thy feet ; 

He comes to undo those bonds — unloose these fetters. 
MAE8ABET {thfows herself beside him). Lot us kneel 
down, and call upon the saints. 
iSoo ' sec I beneath us holl boils up — the devil 
Is raving there below in hideoms dm ! 

FAUST (aloud). Margaret — Margarul. 

M.VBGABET (with eager ailenCion). That is my love’s 
voice. 


[Springs up — her irons fall off. 
Whore is ho ?— Where 1 — I heard my own love's voice ! 
Now am I free, none, none shall keep mo from him. 
I’ll clasp hia neck, vrill lean upon his bosom j 
I heard him call, — he ’s standing on the threshold,—. 

I hesird him call the name of Margaret ; — 

Amid the noises and the howls of hell, 

And threats, and taunts, and laughs of devilish scorn, 
I heard my own love’s voico—his loving voice ! 
FAtrsT. ’Tis I. ' 

mabsMct. ’Tis thoul—oh, tell me so once more ! 

[Presses Mm to her bosom, 
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"['i'l ho, ’tifl ho~iiiy pangs, whoro nvc iltey now ? 
I'uugoon, and oliains, and acadokl, where arc they? 
’'j’ia thou, and tlioir hast come (o resene me. 

I am already free : look — ^thero 's tho stiroot 
Wlierc wo first met — where first I saw luy love — 
And yonder is the cheerful garden, sinihng. 

Where I and Martha waited to receive thee. 

TAtrsT [striving to take her atvay). Come, come with 
me. 

M\KaAEET. Oh, slay a little while — 

Some moments more— I love to stny with thee ! 

[Cm'essing him, 

Faust. Haste — haste — a moment lost we dearly 
rue it. 

MAROABET. So short a time away from me, my 
love, 

Already hast forgotten how to kiss ! 

Why do I feel so sad upon your neck ? 

Time was all heaven was pressing down upon Eoe 
In all thy words, — in every look of thme, 

Yes, very heaven, — and then, then you did kiss mo 
As if you would smother mo tvith your kisses I 
Kiss me — now kiss me, love — or I kiss thee ! 

[iS/ie embraces hint. 
Ah mo ! your lips are cold — are dumb — are dead — 
Whore are my kisses, whore 1 wdth wdrom have you 
left them ? 

Whore is my love ? w'ho robbed mo of your love 1 

[2'iims from him. 

FAXTST, Come, come — take courage, follow me, my 
lovo. 

I lovo thee witli unutternhle lovo; 

But follow me, — this one — this one request. 

MAuaABBT [turning to him). And is it thou, and is 
it thou indeed ? 

FAUST. Tos, yes I But como ! 

MAKGABET. And do you break my chains ! 

And do you take me to your heart again ! 

How is it you do not shudder at my sight ? 

And knowest thou whom thou art delivering ? 
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iPAUST. Coaie ! — tho deep night is fading faat away. 
MAKGABET, My mother, I have murdered her—my 
child, 

I drowned tny child — Oh was it not a gift 
To thee and mo ? — yes thee ! yes, thine ! and thou 
art here. 

I scarcely can believe it is thyself. 

Give me thy hand — it is not then a dream ; 

Thine own dear hand. Oh, God ! his liaiid is moist — 
Wipe, wipe it oS ! methought it felt like blood ! 

What hast thou done ? Tut up the hloody sword ; 

I pray thee do. 

FAUST. Oh think not of the past ; 

That which is done, is done. You are killing me. 
MARGAHBT. No, you must live. No, you have to 
remain, 

I will describe to you the graves which you 
To-morrow must see made ; the best place give 
To my poor mother — near her lay my brother — 
And by their side, a little space away, 

But not too far from them must bo my place — 

And lay the little one on my right breast : 

No other will lie with me in that bed ! 

To nestle down in quiet side by side 
To thee — oh what a happy thing it was. — 

A happy thing that never more can be. 

1 feel as if I forced myself on thee, 

And that thou wert repelling my embrace ; 

And yet thou art the same — and yet thy looks 
Are good and kind, as they have over been. 

FAUST. Oh, if thou feelesl that Tia I, come, come. 
MARQABET. What 7 out there 7 
FAUST. Yes ! out into tho free air. 

MAEQAE15T. Aye, to the grave— does not death lurk 
without 7 

Come to the bed of everlasting rest — 

Yes, yes — that’s all— that’s all — ^not a step farther— 
Are you going, Henry ? may T go with you 7 
FAUST. Come, come ; the gates are open, only come. 
MABOAMBT. I dare not go ; there is no help for me. 
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What gDod is it to fly? My stops are TOtchetl, 

It is a liarcl thing to bo forced to beg, 

And harder, liatassed by an evil consoionoe. 

’Tis hard to wander in a foreign land, 

And then, whate’er I do, at last tbey’D seize me. 
FAVST. I will be with thee. 

MAnOAKET (wilUly). 

Fly, fly. 

Rave thy poor child ; 

Away to the road, 

By the side of the stream. 

And across the path 
That leads to the wood ; 

Then turn to the left. 

And over the plank. 

It lies in the pond. 

Loiter not, linger not. 

Still does it stir 
With the motion of life. 

The little hands struggle 
More faintly and faintly. 

Rescue ! Oh rascue 1 

FAUST. Recall thy wandering mind — be calm ! be 
calm ! 

One step, and you arc free. 

MABaAuuT. Oh, that wo had hut loft that hill 
behind 1 

See there, my mother sitting on a stone — 
liiy-ooid eomra a dead hand on my temples. 

My mother there is sitting on a stone. 

And her groy head is trembling, and her cye.s 
(,'lose, and she now has ceased to nod ; her head 
Looks heavy, and she sleeps too long — too long — 
Oh, when she sank to sleep how blest wo were ! 

It, was a happy time ! 

FAUST, She listens not ; 

Words have no weight with her. There is no way. 
But forcibly to bear thee hence. 
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MAEOARET, Touch me noG ; no, I will noG sulToc 
violence : 

Seize mo noG wiGh that mui'clorer’s gi'tiap ; wbato’er 
I did was done for thoe, my lovo. I did 
Everything my love asked mo, willingly. 

i'AUST. Day daTOS — oh, hasten honee, my love ! 
my love ! 

MAB&AEET. Day ! yes, ’tis day, the last, the judge- 
ment-day ; 

My bridal-day it should have been ; toll nano 
That thou hast been with poor weak Margaret. 

Alas! my garland is already witheied; 

We’ll meet again, but not at dances, love : 

The crowd is gathermg tumultuously, 

The square and street are thronged with crushing 
thousands ; 

The beU hath sounded ; the death- wand is broken ; 
They bind and blindfold me, and force mo on: 

On to the scaffold they have hurried me ; 

Down in the chair of blood they fasten me : 

And now, through every neck of all that multitude 
Is felt the bitter wound that severs mine. 

The world is now as silent as the grave ! 

EAUST. Oh, that I never had been born ! 
MEPHiSTorHELBS (appears at the door). Away, or you 
are lost ; 

This trembling, and delay, and idle chattering, 

Wm be your ruin ; hence, or yon are lost ; 

My horses shiver in the chilling breeze 
Of the grey morning. 

makgaeet. What shape is that which rises from 
the earth ? 

’Tis he, 'tis he, oh, send him from this place j 
What wants he here ? Oh, what can bring him here ? 
Why does he treadi on consecrated ground 2 
He comes for me. 

EAUST. Oh, thou shalt live, love. 

MABOAEBT, Upon the judgement- throne of God, 
I call ; 

On God I call in humble supplication. 
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MKi'IiisTorii ni,!ss {to Patjst). Comc', or I loavo thoo 
lioro to aharo her faio. 

makoabkt. Pathor o£ hoaven, have mercy on thy 
child. 

Ye angola, holy hosts, keep watch around mo. 

Ileiiry — I am afraid to look at thoo. 

MEPHisxornELBS. Cooie— she is judged ! 

VOICE (Irom above). la saved. 

MBPinsTOPnELES (to Paust). Hither to me ! 

[Disappears with Paust. 
VOICE {from within, dying away). Henry ! Henry ! 


THE END 
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